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ENAMELS and CAMEOS 

and r HE R P E M S 

In trodu ction 

THE divine gift of verse having been denied 
to the translator and editor of this English 
édition of Théophile Gautier's works, he 
has secured the collaboration, for this part 
of his task, of Mrs. Agnes Lee, who has undertaken 
and carried it out with care and skill. 

To translate any author satisfactorily, that is, in 
such a manner that his literaiy quality shall become 
apparent to the reader, is, in ail conscience, a sufficiently 
difficult matter when prose alone is in question. But 
when to the obstacles to be overcome are added the 
peculiarly characteristic features of verse, the difficulty 
becomes wellnigh insurmountable. 

In the case of French verse in gênerai it may be 
possible occasionally to render, with fair approach to 
accuracy combined with rétention of the poetic form, 
the meaning of the author, and with it the more strik- 
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ing features of the style. It never can be an easjr 
task, or one that when accompltshed satisfies fully the 
exacting demands of the cultured reader, more partie- 
uku'ly of the translator, if the latter, as is at times the 
case, îs endowed with a literary and artistic conscience. 
The veiy character of French verse présents in itself 
an obstacle that can but rarely be overcome. The 
total lack of accent, as generally understood, and the 
conséquent dependence upon rime, tncrease the aurdu- 
ousness of the usk. 

Then, with ail poetry, it is impossible to retain in 
a version, however skilful and loving, that fiower^ that 
essence, subtle, délicate, magical, which, like the down 
on butterfly's wing, vanishes the instant it is touched. 
It is impossible, or wellnigh so, to reproduce in one 
tongue the mysterious and deep harmony, the sweet, 
elusive melody of another. It is impossible to préserve 
that peculiar warmth of colour, that flushing of hue 
which charm in the original, and the loss of which, 
while it may not be noted by the reader unacquainted 
with the language in which the original is written, 
nevertheless so far disfigures the translation and makes 
it perforce un&ithful. With the best intentions in 
the world, with the liveliest désire to reproduce in 
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English the characteristics of the French, wîth the 
most thorough knowledge of the idioms and turns of 
the one and the other tongue, the artist who seeks to 
transpose from the one language into the other must 
fain confess that it is after ail but a paraphrase — 
however excellent, however accurate — that has been 
produced. 

More especially must this be true of Théophile 
Gautier's work in verse. An artist himself in the most 
précise sensé of the word, he was a believer in and an 
apostle of form. Words were not mère aggrcgations 
of letters or syllables, having each and ail a deiinite 
meaning attached to them and nothing more. They 
were not simply a means, when assembled, of com- 
municattng ideas. They had qualities and properties 
of their own — intimately, essentially their own — which 
gave them a value whoUy apart from any usefulness 
they might possess as replacing the primitive language 
of signs. They were full of colour, they were colour ; 
they were full of music, they were music's self; they 
were sculpture and they were architecture ; they were 
métal, and they were stufFs of richest loom, — silk and 
satin, gauze and lawn, velvet and brocade ; they were 
gems and stones of purest ray serene ; they blazed with 
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internai lires ; they were refulgent with inward glow ; 
they bumed with dull flame and shone with scintillation 
resplendent. No precious métal, no pearl of finest 
orient but was to be found among them. Everyshade 
and hue of colour, every sound and note of music was 
given out hj them. They had properties of their own 
that naught could destroy, and the poet's business it 
was to discover thèse, to turn them to use. Baude» 
laire, whose talent Gautier so thoroughly understood 
and so well described, said in his poem entitled 
" Correspondences " : — 

<' Like long-dnwn ecboes that in the disttnce mingle in dark» 
•bytmtl harmony» yastaa night's self and vast as the Hght^ per- 
fûmes and colours and sounds correspond." 

Gautier did not go so far ; he was not a Symbolist, 
though he did believe in ^^ correspondences/' without 
the feeling for and gift of which, he matntained, no 
man could be a true poet. Words did possess a music 
of their own, in his belief, and he has many a time 
proved the fact in his own verse ; they also possessed 
a colour of their own, and painter as he was he utilised 
this property over and over again ; they had a sono- 
rousness of their own, and like Hugo, he knew how to 
avail himself of it. But it cannot be said of him that 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



INTRODUCTION 

he used words in the way in which the Symbolists and 
Décadents used them ; he did not force them to the 
same extent^ and was content to bring out that which 
was plainly or subtly visible or audible in them to the 
artistic eye and ear. It was the sensé of vision which 
he especially cultivated, never having forgotten his eariy 
training in that Une when he studied painting. He 
beheld particularly the exterior world, and no one has 
surpassed him in his descriptions of it. Hère again it 
it was his painter sensé that stood him in such good 
stead. He had leamed to look, and having seen to 
reproduce. His poems are full of admirable examples 
of vivid descriptions of scenery and landscape ; of vast 
prospects and of ^^bits." He has what Brunetière 
called ^intense impressions of art;'' he paints in 
words to a degree and with a power and skill un- 
surpassed in any other works of the period. One has 
to corne down to Leconte de Lisle, one of his own dis- 
ciples, to meet with any word paintings equalling his 
in perfection and strength and vividness. 

Now thèse very qualities make the translation of his 
poems into any other tongue an exceedingly difficult 
and arduous task. It is not possible, simply, to say in 
another language just what he says in his rich, ample. 
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varied French. It is not possible to reproduce the 
eStcts he sought and attained, for English is so dif- 
férent from Gautier's mother-tongue that not the 
greatest poet could render in it just the effects that he 
obtained, and obtained by most diligent labour and con- 
tinuai polishing and repolishing of the form in which he 
cast his thought. 

^ Form is everything/* he says in an article on one 
of Hugo's dramas, ^^ no matter what may hâve been 
prated on the subject/' And to the cuit of form he 
applied himself with singular diligence and persévérance, 
attaining effects so remarkable as to be the delight of 
the ear attuned to the melody and beauteousness of 
French verse. It is always beauty he is in search 
of, for he holds it superior to ail else on earth — and 
possibly in heaven. He admires Baudelaire laigely 
because that poet is a worshipper of the beautiful and 
succeeds in finding it even in the horrible and the 
répulsive. He holds that beauty is an end in itself, 
and he repels the proposition that every pièce of literary 
or artistic work should hâve a practical or at least a 
moral purpose. 

Poetiy, to him, was not meant to be used as a 
vehicle for instruction in morals, in science, in aught 

"i 
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that was positive, utilitarian, workaday, commonplace. 
It was a divine tongue in which beauteous things 
were to be said ; a tongue which the vulgar could not 
and need not understand, but which was comprehended 
of ail in whom burned, however faintly, the sacred lire. 
He was at one with Alfred de Musset when the latter 
exclaimed : — 

<<It ia verse I love above oll — the Itngaagc immortal« 
Perchance 't is blasphemy, so let me whisper it low : I love 
it to madneas. It has this greftt advantage^ that never were 
fools able to appredate it ; that it cornes to us from God^ — 
that it is limpid and beauteous ; that the world hears it» but 
speab it not." 

He thoroughly endorsed every word in the foUowing 
passage from Baudelaire, who looked upon him as his 
master : — 

<<If a man will only take the trouble to examine himself» 
. • • he will perceive that poetry can hâve no other end 
than itself ; it cannot hâve any other» and no poem can be so 
great» so noble, so truly worthy of beîng called a poem» as 
that which has been written solely for the pleasure of wridng 
a poem. 

** I do not mean to imply that poetry does not ennoble 
manners» — I désire to be correctly undentood» — or that its 
final resuit is not the élévation of man above sordid interests : 
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thit would be plainly absurd. What I say is that if the poet 
hai sought to attain a moral end^ he has lessened his poedc 
force^ and it is not imprudent to wager that his work will be 
poor. Poetiy cannot assimllate itself to science or morals, 
onder pain o£ death or forfêiture. Itself^ not truth, is its end. 
** The prindple of poetry is strictly and simply human 
«spiradon to a higher beauty» and the prindple manifests itself 
in enthusiasm^ in rapture of the soûl, — an enthusiasm which 
is wholly independent of passion, the intoxicadon of the heart, 
and of truth, the food of reason. For passion b a natural 
thing, too natural indeed not to introduce an unpleasant, a dis- 
cordant tone into the domain of pure beauty ; too fiuniliar 
and too violent not to scandalise the pure desires, the gradous 
melancholy, and the noble despair that inhabit the supematural 
régions of poetry . ' ' 

Poems of passion are not to be met with in Gautier's 
work. He has none that recall the cries of despair 
and ardour that burst forth from de Musset, the tender 
regrets and lamentations of Lamartine. He has writ- 
ten some love poems; he has indulged, as young 
Romanticists ail did, in addresses to fair female forms, 
often as not purely idéal ; he has talked love, but it has 
never swayed and tossed him about on the océan of 
passion. For him no Graziella, no Elvira, no Julia 
appean to hâve existed ; in his heart theie was little 

10 
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room for aught else than the worship of beauty under 
its various forms; women appealed to him in so far 
as they were partial incarnations of that divine prin- 
ciple, but they do net appear to hâve aiFected him as 
much as the beauty of statues or paintings, the glory 
of landscapes, or the majesty of architecture. Music 
moved him, but the artist herself was of secondary 
importance. Dancing delighted him, but the dancer 
was subordinate to the performance itself. 

So he never sang woman as woman ; he has written 
that incomparable poem: "The Poem of Woman," 
but he makes clear his inmost thought in the sub-title : 
"Marble of Paros." He preferred, we know, the 
statue to the living form ; the statue was more perfect, 
approached more nearly to the idéal of beauty, it was 
more idealised, and therefore, in his view, truer to the 
fact. This he dwells on in his account of Baudelaire : — 

«« Baudelaire . . . believed art should be absolutely aaton- 
omous, and refused to admit that poetry had any end other 
than itself, or any mission to fulfil other than that of exciting in 
the reader*8 mind the sensation of the Beaudful, in the strict- 
est meaning of the word. . . . He banished from poetry, 
to the utmost of his power, éloquence, passion, and the too 
accurate representadon of truth. Just as one must not use in 

II 
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sculpture pans cast directly from the living modd» so he insbted 
that before being admitted into the sphère of art every object 
shottld undergo a metamorpkosis that should fit it for that 
subtle realm, by idealising it and removing it from trivial tmth/* 

That is his own creed, put into practice by an 

admirer and a foUower. It is the cuit of Art for 

Art's own sake, without utilitarian or moral motive. It 

is the worship of pure beauty, and it is the tbought 

that inspired Leconte de Lisle, the impeccable poct, * / 

equally with Gautier, when he sang the wondrous song 

of '^ Hypatia " : — 

^* Sleep, O fair victime within our soûls* closed dcpths, 
Wrmpped in thy vîrgin shroud and with lotus crowned. 
Sleep! For hideous ugliness of the world is queen» 
And no longer we know the road that to Paros leads. 

** The gods are tumed to dust } the earth is mute ) 
No Sound from thy deserted heav*n shall e*er he heard. 
Sleep I Buty living within him, sing to the poètes heart 
Of sacred Beauty the melodious hymn. 

« For it alone survives, unchanged, etemal. 
Scattered by Death the quaking worlds may be — 
But forth doth Beauty flame, and ail in her revives \ 
Under her white feet still the worlds revolve.** 

This conception, this purpose Gautier faithfully ad- 
hered to throughout hiscareer, and in face of the reproach, 

12 
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addres8ed to him even during his lifetime, that he lost 
sight of great moral notions. He disclaimed being 
a moralist, a student of manners, an inquirer into the 
possibilities of elevating the human race by spreading 
the principles of philosophy, total abstinence, religion, 
or anything akin thereto, and desired simply to be an 
artist, to sing melodiously of beauty, and to reproduce 
it as fuUy as he might in ail his works. 

Poetiy was a thing apart ; the gift of writing verse 
was not merely, in his opinion, the powerof expressing 
admirably and feelingly, of imparting the sensé of 
colour and melody, of communicating liiythm and 
number to the phrase, or, on the other hand, the 
mère power of riming, a gift possessed, as he has truly 
remarked, by very médiocre people. It is not enough 
to align words, to make the final letters of each line 
repeat a given sound. There is more than this in real 
poetry, and it was real poetry alone that he cared for 
or wrote. It involved, not necessarily ideas — corn- 
monplace or original — but the bringing out of the 
subject the fullest measure of perfection of fonn of 
which it was susceptible. Form is indispensable, in his 
theory of poetry. It is the very touchstone of merit ; 
the veiy test of existence. The careful working out 
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of the form, at least the producing of perfect form 
with or without labour, alone marked out the man 
as a poet. Without form be was only a poetaster ; 
with it, a true singer. 

This view gives, apparently, over-importance to verse. 
Whether it do so or not, it is unquesdonably the view 
held by Gautier. ^ It is the commonest thing in the 
world, at the présent time,*' he says, ^^ to assume that 
what is poetical is poetry. The two bave nothing 
in common. Fénelon, Jean-Jacques Rousseau, Ber- 
nardin de Saint-Pierre, Chateaubriand, Geoige Sand are 
poetical, but they are not poets } that is to say, they 
are incapable of writing verse, even médiocre verse, 
a spécial gift possessed by people greatly inferior in 
merit to thèse illustrious masters. To attempt to sepa- 
rate verse from poetry is a modem pièce of foUy that 
tends to nothing less than the destruction of art itself.'' 

It is curious that Gautier, once the contemner of 
Boileau, had become, by the time he penned thèse 
words, almost a champion of the critic's or at least 
a defender and advocate of one of the principles upon 
which Boileau laid most stress : the absolute necessity 
of improving the form until perfection bas been attained. 
Not eveiy kind' of verse satisfied his exacting taste ; 

14 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



INTRODUCTION 

h had to be the very best, wrought out wttb infinité 
care, for it is not given to eveiy one to produce 
superb) perfect lines without an efFort, as was the case 
with Victor Hugo, who uttered them as naturally and 
as easily as he breathed. Gautier held to the need of 
improving the work, and the first cast of the form was 
not necessarily the best. So the poet must work over 
his verse until he attained perfection. This meant 
verse of a higher quality than the avenige verse of 
Lamartine and Alfred de Musset, neither of whom 
troubled much about the minutiae upon which Gautier 
lays stress. ^^ When a poet is in question/' he says 
again, ^ the manner in which his verse is wrought is 
a matter of considérable importance and worth study- 
ing, for it constitutes in great part the intrinsic value 
of his verse. It is the stamp with which he mints his 
gold, his silver or copper." That amounts to saying 
that, while the value of the poem, outside its form, 
must necessarily vary with the variation in the talent, 
genius, and inspiration of the writer, in no case can 
the writer dispense with seeking excellence of form, 
which is to constitute a great part of the worth of his 
work. "No doubt," he continues, "thèse minutiae 
will seem very frivolous to utilitarians, progressive and 

15 
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practical, or simply clever men, who think with Stend- 
hal, that verse is a childish form that was good enough 
for the primitive âges, but who insist that poetry should 
be written in prose, as beseems an âge of common- 
sense. Yet it is precisely thèse minutiae that cause 
verse to be good or bad, and that distinguish the true 
poet from the sham." 

The instrument of verse, words, with their infinité 
capabilities, was therefore a matter of importance to 
him, and on the study of words and the resources they 
oiFer to the poet he bestowed infinité time and thought. 
Gifted with a vivid sensé of colour, with an intense 
sensé of form, with a délicate appréciation of sound, 
he naturally enough sought to turn to account eveiy 
Word that could be made to yield an efFect in any one of 
thèse ways. It was herein he differed from Boileau, 
to whom the séparation of the nobler from the more 
common words was a matter of moment. To Gautier 
ail words were good, if only they rendered his thought. 
He wished to attain accuracy in expression; to 
produce just the efFect he sought, and not another, 
or one merely analogous to it. Hence his vocabulary 
was enriched with many terms drawn from the most 
varied sources. There are numberless examples of 

Ï6 
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this in ^^ EnameU and Cameos," though the reader un- 
acquainted with the correct, restrained, stilted mode of 
speech of the pseudo-classicists maj noc notice them. 
And indeed in English thèse words would not attract 
attention. 

In one of his conversations, reported bj Emile 
Beigerat, — ^^ Théophile Gautier : Entretiens, Souve- 
nirs et Correspondance," — Gautier discussed the 
nature and value of his work in enriching the language 
of French poetry, and claimed the ^ modest praise of 
being a philologist." He believed he had fashioned, for 
the poets who were coming after him, a i:emarkable 
instrument capable of rendering every shade of feeling, 
every gradation of hue and colour, every sound of music 
and melody. He dilated on the importance, on the 
necessity which exists for thought to be possessed of 
a garment of words suited to itself: — 

** So 80on SB it finds in words a gtrment fitted to it, it 
stndghtway goes dong easily ; and if the words be elegsnt of 
eut and rich in colour, it grows bolder and triumphant» fer 
when beauteous and fidy attired, it feels that it is more wel- 
corne and is received înto better society. Then if so be 
a poet fiistens to its feet the two sonorous wings of rime> it 
tskes its flight and soars on high." 
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This view recalls that set forth by Victor Hugo in 
the interesting and highly personal poem entitled 
^^Reply to an Indictment," in whicb he relates the 
part he phyed in the linguistic révolution : — 

'* Then, a brigand î, — I came i I shouted : Why should 
thèse ever go before and those behind ever be ? Then, upon 
the Academy, the old beldame, spreading her skirts to shelter 
the terrifîed tropes, and upon the battalîonB of alexandrines 
in squares, I biew a blast of revoh. The old dictionary I 
crowned with Lîberty's red cap. ... I stormed and de- 
molished the Bastile of rimes. I did more : I smashed every 
iron fetter that bound the common words, and I drew forth from 
hell the old ones, long damned, légions of the nether depths. 
I polled down the spirals of périphrases, and mingled, con- 
founded, laid flat under heaven's vault, the alphabet» that sombre 
tower which uprose out of Babel ; for well I knew that the 
wrathful hand that sets the words free, to thought restores its 
Uberty." 

Gautier had this in mind when he said further, in 
that same conversation: ^My share in that literary 
révolution was plainly indicated. I was the painter of 
the Company. I hurried forth to conquer adjectives ; I 
dug up lovely, even admirable ones, that henceforth 
man cannot do without. I foraged on ail hands in the 
sixteenth century, to the horror of the subscribers to 
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the Théâtre-Français, of members of the French 
Academy, of Touquet-snufF-boxes and wan-&ced bour- 
geois, as Petrus hath it. I retumed with my basket 
fuU, with sheaves and splendours. I put upon the 
palette of style eveiy hue of dawn and every tint of 
sunset; I hâve given you back red, dishonoured by 
political wire-puUers ; I hâve written poems in white 
major, and when I saw that the resuit was good, 
that the writers of my kith and kin were hastening 
after me and that the professors were yowling in their 
chairs, I formulated my famous axiom : ^ He whom 
a thought, even the most complex, a vision, were it 
the most apocalyptical, surprises unprovided with words 
to render it, is not a writer.' And the goats were 
separated from the sheep, and the minions of Scribe 
from the disciples of Hugo, in whom ail genius ré- 
sides. Such was my part in the conquest.'' 

Never was Gautier surprised without a word. 
Never did he lack just the right expression to pro- 
duce the efFect he sought, whether of colour, of sound, 
or of form. Two poems, among others, in this vol- 
ume, may be cited as examples of bis marvellous 
conmiand of language, his keen discernment of the 
exact value of each word, and his intensity of vision. 
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They arc thc "Symphony in Whitc Major" and 
^ The Obelisk in Luxor." Thèse may also serve as 
instances of the absolute impossibility of rendering 
into any other language the exquisite impression made 
by the originals and the perfection of form which 
marks them. The exigencies of English verse are 
not compatible with the beauties of the French, and 
the utmost artistic effort must fail to reproduce exactly 
the infinitely strong yet délicate fashioning of the 
stanzas, the wondrous variety of whiteness in the one, 
the glow of intensest colour and light in the other. 
The rhythm is perfect, so also the rime, and the music 
of each poem is marvellous. Take thèse stanzas from 
** The Obelisk in Luxor" : — 

** Je veille» unique sentinelle 

De ce grand palais dévasté» 

Dans la solitude étemelle. 

En face de T immensité. 

** A r horizon que rien ne borne. 
Stérile, muet, infini. 
Le désert sous le soleil morne. 
Déroule son linceul jauni. 

** Au-dessus de la terre nue. 
Le ciel, autre désert d*azur. 
Où jamais ne flotte une nue, 
S* étale implacablement pur. 
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** Le Nily dont l'eau morte s^étame 
D'une pellicule de plomb, 
Luity ridé par T hippopotame» 
Sous un jour mat tombant d'aplomb j 

<< Et les crocodiles rapaces. 
Sur le sable en feu des îlots. 
Demi-cuits dans leurs carapaces. 
Se p&ment avec des sanglots. 

<< Immobile sur son pied grêle. 
L'ibis, le bec dans son jabot. 
Déchiffre au bout de quelque stèle 
Le cartouche sacré de Thot." 

How is it possible to reproduce by a translation into 
any other European tongue just the eiFect attained hère ? 
Undoubtedly the meaning, the gênerai idea, the im- 
pression of tremendous loneliness and sufFocating beat 
may be, is conveyed, but the form escapes the most 
skilfui treatment and vanishes as the morning mist 
before the bot sun of summer. 

It is plain that the effort to translate a poet into 
another tongue than bis own is to court defeat at the 
outset, yet it was impossible to présent an édition of 
Gautier to the public without including in it some part, 
at least, of bis verse. 

One advanuge the translation possesses: it proves 
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that Gautier was not so whoUy devoid of ideas as 
hostile critics, mayhap deaf to the singular charm of 
bis verse, hâve maintained. The poems in their Eng- 
lish dress interest » Gautier has delightful comparisons, 
novel views of things, unexpected contrasts, and thèse 
are not lost. Further, it is interesting to note how 
subjects that would never strike the average mînd as 
susceptible of being tumed into a vehicle for beautifiil 
verse are after ail susceptible of poetic treatment if only 
a thorough artist takes hold of them. ^ The Watch/' 
" Love Locks," " After Writing my Dramatic Review," 
and ^ A Pleasant Evening," do not appear to be poeti- 
cal subjects, yet, in French at least, there is an un- 
deniable charm about every one of thèse poems, and 
each is a splendid instance of difficulties surmounted, 
apparently, with the greatest ease. 

Gautier's production in verse is comparatively limited. 
His " Farcwell to Poctry " gives us the reason. The 
incessant demands of the newspaper upon his time and 
talent, the need of turning out a daily supply of copy 
that increased instead of lessening, left him no leisure 
for the worship of the Muse. Ere he entered upon 
his career as a journalist, he had written more than one 
graceful and even striking poem. Thèse earlier pro- 
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ductions were necessarily in the purest Romanticist 
taste, and the characteristîcs of tbat school are markedly 
évident in this part of his work. Yet, already the 
great artist that he was manifested himself, and there 
are numerous passages of infinité beauty, wrought out 
with utmost care. The subjects are drawn from the 
plethoric storehouse of the new school — landscapes, 
réminiscences of the beloved Middie Ages, so much in 
fashion just then, dreams and rêveries, sentimental 
recollections, sunsets and picturesque efiects, shudders 
and orgies, ghastly contemplations of skeletons and 
death's-heads, paeans in honour of comrades or masters, 
— in a Word, ail the stock in trade with which any 
reader of the literature of that period is familiar. 

The Préface is interesting, and deserves to be tran- is/ 
scribed in part, for already, in 1832, he holds to the 
theoiy of Art for An's sake, and maintains the useful- 
ness of Beauty : — 

<' To the utilitarians, utopists, economistSy Saint-Simonists 
and others who may ask him what is the use of it ail, he will 
answer : What is the use of it ? It is beautiful. Is not that 
sufficient ? It is beautiful, like flowers, and scents, and birds ; 
like everything man has been unable to divert to his own use 
and to déprave. 
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** As a. général rule, the moment « thing becomes useful, it 
ceases to be beautiful. It becomes merged in positive life ; 
it turns to prose from poetry; having been free, it becomes a 
slave, — that is an, ail art really. Art is liberty, luxury, 
efHorescence ; it is the blossoming out of the soûl in idleness. 
Painting, sculpture, and music subserve no useful purpose whât- 
ever. Gems carefully eut, unique trifles, uncommon oma- 
ments are mère superfluities. Yet who would deliberately do 
without them ? Happiness does not consist in the possession 
of the indispensable ; enjoyment does not mean not suffèring, 
and the things one least needs are those that charm one most. 
There are and there always will be artistic soûls to whom the 
paintings of Ingres and Delacroix, and the water-colours of 
Boulanger and Decamps will appear more usefîil than railways 
and steamships." 

He described the contents himself, and in se pic- 
turesque, so attractive a manner that the reader of the 
présent dzy is fain to read every one of the poems thus 
announced : 

*' There are, to begin with, little home scènes, sweet and 
peacefiil effècts, small landscapes after the manner of the 
Plemish, quiet in touch, somewhat subdued in tone, without 
mighty mountains, boundless horizons, torrents, or cataracts. 
Level plains, with cobalt blue distances ; lowly hills up which 
winds a path ; the smoke from a cot ; a brook babbling under 
the water-lilies ; a bush covered with red bernes ; an ox-eye 
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6ê\sj quivering dew-laden ; a passing cloud casdng a wave of 
shadow over the wheat ; a stork settling on roof of Gothic 
donjon. That is ail ; then, by way of imparting life to the 
scène, a frog leaping through the reeds, a dragon-fly disport- 
ing itself in a sunbeam, a lizard toasting itself în the sunshine, 
a lark upsprin^g fix)m the furrow, a thrush singîng in the 
hedg^row, a bee buzzmg and garnering, — the remembrances 
of six montha spent în a lovdy country district. Hère and 
there, as it were a dawnîng of budding youth, a longtng» a 
tear, a few words of love, a chaste sketch of a girl*s profile ; 
a purely childlike poetry, plump and dimpled, on which the 
mosdes do not as yet show." 

The poems themselves are already very well written 
verse, with the feeling for colour, picturesqueness, 
tonority, which is to become characteristic of Théo- 
phile Gautier. The opening pièce, ^ Méditation/* 
is fiill of youthful freshness and of the sentiment, still 
immature, of the brief life of ail things on earth. 
^^ The Middle Ages " reveals the strong hold which 
that period had taken upon the imagination of the 
writer and his contemporaries. " A Landscape " is 
marked by the qualities of vividness and accurate de- 
scription which are to be still more évident in the 
Spanish poems. In ^ Wishes," the sensation of colour 
is almost overpowering, and Hugo himself had not 
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then anything more brilliant and powerful in this line. 
*^ The Nightmare " is interesting as an example of the 
literature of putridity which had adepts and admirers, 
but which did not long detain the poet, who bas ihade 
great fun of it in bis ^^ Daniel Jovard/' in which he 
used by way of epigrapb, the last four Unes of this 
composition. ^^Sunset" may well hâve inspired 
Zola's superb descriptions of the sunsets in Paris, in 
" l'Œuvre i" and "The View," together with other 
poems in the same order, is an admirable bit of descrip- 
tive poetry well worthy of the writer who was to de- 
ptct so truly and strikingly scènes in many lands. 
^^ Debauch " is peculiar, but very Romanticist. It 
should be taken in conjunction with the taie entitled 
** The Bowl of Punch,'* of which it is a sort of justifi- 
cation, while the last lines expressly déclare Gautier's 
reasons for what may shock many people : — 

'* It 18 poetry at least, a palette on which glow innuroerable 
difl«rent hues; something clear, unmistakable ; something m 
itsdf complète. It is colour, song, and vene ! " 

In later years, in the fulness of his talent and in the 

deliberate proclamation of his views and beliefs, he will 

repeat : " I am quite ready at times to bave what is 
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rare at the cost of its being sbocking, fantastic, and 
exaggerated/' 

The most important of his earlier poetical works îs 
the *^ semi-diabolical, semi-fashionable legend " entitled 
^Albertus, or The Soûl and Sin; a Theologîcal 
Legend/' written in 1831 and published the foUowing 
year. It is a strange, weird, and at the close, répulsive 
story, purely imaginative, and in the same line of 
thought as the famous ^^ Vampire," which has appeared 
in this édition. An old hag, a sorceress, a compounder 
of philters and poisons, a caster of spells, a servant of 
the devil, Veronica by name, dwells within a wood- 
covered, niinous hut, in the neighbourhood of a town 
admiiably painted in verse by Gautier. The descrip- 
tion of the beldame's den îs superb. Within this den 
she rubs herself ail over, at the witching hour of mid- 
night, with an unguent that removes wrinkles and every 
mark of senility, and restores to her the bloom and 
loveliness of youth. Thus transformed, she repairs to 
Leyden, and there leads the life of the splendid courte- 
sans of the Renaissance, which Gautier always de- 
lighted in portraying and referring to. She falls in 
love with a genuinely Romanticist hero, Albenus, 
whose portrait is thus limned for the reader : — 
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** ForeigD suna htd thoae upon his brow «nd plded wîch a 
layer of sanbum his naturtlly pale Italîan skin. Hit kûr, 
rumpled by his fingen, fell on either aide a forehead which 
Gall would hâve ecsudcally felt for six months^ and on which 
he would hâve written no less than a dozen treatises. It waa 
an impérial brow, an ardst's» a pœt's, and of itself made up 
half the head ; *twas broad and ample, borne down by inspi- 
ration, which, in every wrinkle Airrowed not by «ge, conceals 
some luperhnman hope, some mighty thoaght, and it plably 
bore thèse words inscribed upon it : Force and Conviction. 
The rest of the fbatures corresponded with this grand brow. 
Yet was there somewhat unpieasant about them, and though 
fâultless, one could hâve wished them différent. ïrony and 
sarcasm rather than genius gleamed firom them, and the lower 
part of the face seemed to mock the upper. This combinatîon 
produced the strangest efitcc ; one would hâve said a démon 
writhing under an angePs tread ; hell beneath the heavens. 
Although he had fine eyes, long dark eyebrows growing finer 
towards the temples, over the skin gliding as crawls a snake, a 
fringe of quivering silky lashes, the Hon-like glance, the fiery 
flash that shot fbnh at times from the depths of those orbs, 
made one involuntarily shudder and turn pale. Hie boldest 
would hâve looked down when meedng the petrifying Médusa 
glance he sought to make gentle. Over his stem lip, shadowed 
at each end with a small mustache daindly wazed, a mocking 
smile at dmes flitted ; but his customary expression was one of 
deep disdain.*' 
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It is with this darksome dandy that Veronica falU 
desperatcly in love, and though at first he proves ré- 
calcitrant, she manages to attract him to her house. 
He yields to her desires, but as midnight strikes, the 
glorious beauty résumes her hag shape and carnes him 
off on a broomstick to the witches' sabbath, where the 
most monstrous diversions are indulged in under the 
presidency of Satan in person. The Devil sneezes. 
^ God biess you,'* unconsciously utters Albertus. And 
straiightway devil, witches, démons, sorcerers vanish 
into thin air, and on the Appian Way peasants repair- 
ing to Rome in the early morn find the dead body of a 
man, his back broken, his neck twisted. It is ail that 
is left of Albertus, and the poem ends with a mocking 
référence to the morality which is not clearly discern- 
ible. But the poet has had his fun at the reader's 
expense; he has startled and possibly shocked him— 
he has certainly tried to do so — he has introduced ex- 
quisite descriptions, he has indulged in witty moralising 
that recalls Musset's in *^ Namouna," he has written 
much beautiful verse — and he is satisfied. If the 
reader is not — no matter. The object of poetry is 
not to satisfy the wan-faced, smooth-shaven bouigeois, 
the stupid Philistine. 
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"The Comedy of Dcath" appeared in 1838, but 
parts of ît had bcen composed as early as 1831. 
There was prefixed to it the pièce entitled " The 
Portai/* and the poem itself is divided into two parts, 
" Life in Dcath," and " Death in Life." The poet 
bas wandered into a graveyard on AU Saints' Day, and 
hears a conversation between a dead woman and the 
worm that has started to devour her flesh. Retuming 
home, Raphaël Sanzio appears to him, and bewails the 
disappearance of art from the world. Gautier then 
proceeds into the depths, and Faust tells him that 
science ends in nothingness, and that naught is worth 
having on earth save love. There then appears 
Don Juan, who has known ail the joys that love and 
voluptuousness can bestow upon man, and his conclu- 
sion is that love is deadly, and that man should rather 
seek knowledge if he desires to enjoy real life. Thus 
the poet is left in uncertainty. 

Hère again are fine passages, and admirable examples 
of Gautier's powers as a writer of verse. The subject 
itself is not new, nor is the mode of treatment particu- 
larly striking. The main préoccupation of the author 
is aiready to tum out beautiful lines, and in this he 
succeeds. 
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The Spanish poems contain many superb pièces, 
and hère one may revel in the perfection of the descrip- 
tions, in the glow and splendour of colour, in the 
sharpness and accuracy of Une and contour, in the 
ikithful and intense reproduction of effects. They are 
followed by a number of poems written at différent 
intervais and bearing upon a variety of subjects ; eveiy 
one of them a model of prosody. And finally corne 
the ^^ Enamels and Cameos." 

This is the typical collection of Gautier's verse. It 
first appeared in 1852, and subsequently passed through 
several éditions. It is the author's most characteristic 
work ; that on which he has bestowed most pains, 
fashioning each poem with infinité care, until he had 
wrought out a perfect form. In his account of the 
"Progress of French Poetry since 1830," he thus 
States the end he sought to attain : — 

''The dtle, ' Enamels and Cameos/ indicates my intendon 
to treat slight subjects within a restricted space, somedmes with 
the brilliant colours of enamel upon a plate of gold or copper, 
iomedmes by using the cutter's wheel upon gems such as agate, 
comelian, or onyx. Every poem was to be a medallion fit to 
be set in the cover of a casket» or a seal to be wom on the 
finger — something recalling the copies of andque medals one 
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sees in the studios of paintere or sculptors. But I did not 
intend to deny myself the pleasure of carving on the whitbh 
or reddish layers of the genu a clean modem profile, or of 
dressing the hair of Parisîan Greek women seen at a récent 
bail after the fiuhions of Syracuaan medals. The Alexandrîne 
verse being too mighty for such modest ambition, I re-used 
the octosyllabic verse only, which I made over, polished and 
chiselled with ail possible care. This form, by no means a 
new one, but renewed by the rhythm, the richness of the 
rimes, and the accuracy to which any worknun may attain 
when he patiently and leisurely works out some small task, 
was rather well received» and octosyllabic verse in quatrains 
became for a time a fiivourite subject for practice by young 
pocts/* 

It bas been found impossible to préserve in the 
translation the form itself, for the reasons enunciated in 
another part of this introduction. Nor was it possible 
to reproduce the delicacy of the work in French so 
that the reader might judge for himself of the merit 
of Gautier as an artist. Mrs. Lee, indeed, considers 
her work simply a free translation, and it is in this 
light that it should be judged. 

F. C. D£ SUMICHRAST. 
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THE GOD AND "THE OPAL 

TO THÉOPHILE GAUTIER 

G RAT caugbt hifrmn tbe chud^ and greenfr9m eartb^ 
Andfrom a buman breast tbe fin bi drew^ 
And Ufe and diatb were bUndid in nu diw. 
A sunbiam golden witb tbe momin^s mirtb^ 
A wany sait pbantem/rem tbe sea^ a girtb 
Cfsiherfrom tbe nuon^ sbot celour tbrougb 
Tbe Sûul invisible j until it grew 
TofulnesSy and tbe Opal Seng bad Urtb. 

And tben tbe god becanu tbe artisan. 
IFitb r or est skiiï be made bis gem to gkw^ 
Carving and sbaping it te beauty sucb 
Tbat dmun tbe cycles it sball gleam te man^ 
Andevermore marts wonderment sball knew 
Tbe perfect finisby tbe immertal toucb. 

Agnes Lee. 
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ENAMELS and CAMEOS 
and OTHER POEMS 

PREFACE 

When empires lay riven apart, 

Fared Goethe at battle time's thunder 

To flagrant oases of art, 

To weave his Divan into wonder. 

Leaving Shakespeare, he pondered the note 
Of Nisami, and heard in his leisure 

The hoopoe's weird monody float. 
And set it to soft Orient measure. 

As Goethe at Weimar delayed 

And dreamed in the fair garden closes. 

And, questing in sun or in shade, 

With Hafiz plucked redolent roses, — 

I, closed from the tempest that shook 
My window with fuiy impassioned, 

Sat dreaming, and, safe in my nook, 
Enamels and Cameos fashioned. 
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AFFINITY 

A PANTHBISTIC MADRIGAL 

On an ancient temple gleaming, 
Two great blocks of marble high 

Thrice a thousand yean lay dreaming 
Dreams againat an Attic tky. 

Set within one silver whitenets, 
Two wavc-tcar» for Venus shed, 

Two fiûr pearls of orient brightness, 
Through the watte of water sped. 

In the Generalife't freah closes, 
By a Moorish light illumed, 

Two delicious, tender roses 

By a fountain met and bloomed. 

In tbe balm of May*s brigbt weather, 
Wbere the dômes of Venice rise, 

Lighted on Lovées nest together 
Two pale doves from azuré skies. 
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AU things vanish into wonder, 
Marble, pearl, dove, rose on tree, 

Pearl shall mclt and marble sunder, 
Flower shall fade and bird shall flee I 

NoC a smallest part but lowly 
Through the cnicible must pass, 

Where ail shapes are molten slowly 
In the universal mass. 

Then as graduai Time discloses 
Marbles melt to whitest skin^ 

Roses red to lips of roses, 
And anew the lives begin. 

And again the doves are plighted 
In the hearts of lovers, while 

Océan pearls are reunited. 
Set within a coral smile. 

Tlius affinity cornes welling ; 

By its beauty eveiywhere 
Soûl a sister-soul foretelling, 

Ail awakened and aware. 
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Quickened by a zéphyr sunny. 

Or a perfume, subtlewise^ 
A8 thc bee unto the honey, 

Atom unto atom flics. 

And remembered are the hours 
In the temple, down the blue. 

And the talks amid the flowers, 
Near the fount of crystal dew, 

Kisses warni, and on the royal 

Golden dômes the wings that beat } 

For the atoms ail are loyal. 
And again must love and greet. 

Love forgotten wakes imperious, 
For the past is never dead. 

And the rose wîth joy delirious 
Breathes again from lips of red. 

Marble on the flesh of maiden 

Feels its own white bloom, and faint 

Knows the dove a murmur laden 

With the écho of its pkdnt, 
— 
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Till résistance giveth over, 
And the barriers fadl undone, 

And the stranger is the lover. 
And affinity hath won ! 

You before whose face I tremble, 
Say — what past we know not of 

Called our fates to réassemble,—* 
Pearl or marble, rose or dove ? 
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THE POEM OF WOMAN 

MARBLE OF PAROS 

Unto the dreamer once whose hearc shc had^ 
As shc was showing forth her treasures rare, 
Minded she was to read a poem fair, 

The poem of her form with beauty glad. 

First statdy and superb she swepc before 
His gazing eyes, with high, Infanta mien, 
Trailing behind her ail the splendid sheen 

Of nacarat floods of velvet that she wore. 

Thus at the opéra had he watched her bend 
Front out her box, her body one bright flame, 
When ail the air was ringing with her name. 

And every song made her fair praise ascend* 

Then had her art another way, for look ! 

The weighty velvet dropped, and in its place 

A pale and cloudy fabric proved the grâce 

Of every Une her glowing body took } 
_ 
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Till softiy from her shoulder marble-sweet 
The veil diaphanous fell, the folds whereof 
Came fluttering downward lîke a snowy dove, 

To nestle in the wonder of her feet« 

She posed as for Apelles pridefully, 

A lovely flesh and marble womanhood : — 
Anadyomene, she upright stood 

Naked upon the margent of the sea. 

Fairer-than any foam-drops crystalUne, 
Great pearls of Venice lay upon her breast, 
Jewels of milky wonder lightly pressed 

Upon the cool, fiesb satin of her skin. 

Exhaustless as the waves that kiss the brim, 
Under the gleaming moon of oiany moods, 
Were ail the strophes of her attitudes. 

What fascination sang her beauty's hymn ! 

But soon, grown weary of an art antique, 
Of Phidias and of Venus, lo ! again 
Within another new and plastic strain 

Stie grouped her charms unveilèd and unique. 
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Upon a cashmere opulently spread, 
Siikana of Seiaglio then she lay, 
Laughing unto her Uttle mirror gay, 

That laughed again with lips of coral red i 

The indolent, soft Georgian, posturii^ 
With her long, supple narghilé at lip, 
Showing the glorious fashion of her hip, 

One foot upon the other languishing. 

And, like to Ingres' Odalisque, supine, 
Defying prurient modesty turned she, 
Displaying in her beauty candidly 

Wonder of curve and purity of Une. 

But hence, thou idle Odalisque ! for life 
Hath now its own fair picture to display -^ 
The diamond in its rare effulgent ray, — - 

Beauty in Love hath reached its blossom rife. 

She sways her body, bendeth back her head. 

Her breatbing cornes more subtle and more fast. 

Rocked in her dream's alluring arms, at last 
Dovrn hath she fallen upon her costly bed. 
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THE POEM OF WOMAN 

Her eyelids beat like fluttering pinions lit 
UpoA the darkened silver of her eyes. 
Her bright, voluptuous glances upward rite 

Into the vague and nacreous infinité. 

Deck her with tweet, lush violets, instead 

Of death-flowers with their eveiy pearl a tear i 
Scatter their purple clusters on her hier, 

Who of her being's ecstasy lies dead. 

And bear her veiy gently to her tomb^ 
Her bed of white. There let the poet stay. 
Long hours upon his bended knees to pray^ 

Wheo nig^ shall close around the funeral xoooi: 
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A STUDY OF HANDS 



I 

IMPBRIA 

A scuLPTOR showed to me ont day 
A hand, a Cleopatra's litre, 

Or an Aspasia's, cast in clay, 
Of masterwork a fragment pure. 

Seized in a snowy kiss, and fidr 

As % in the argent rise 
Of dawn, like whitest poem there 

Its beauty lay before mine eyes» 

Bright in its pallor lustreless, 
Repoung on a velvet bed, 

Its fingers, weighted with their dress 
Of jewels, delicately spread. 

A little parted lay the thumb, 
Showing the unduhting line» 

Beautiful, graceful, subtiesome, 
Of its proud contour Florentine, 
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Stnuige hand ! I wonder if it toyed 
In silken locks of Don Juan, 

Or on a gem-brigbt caftan joyed 
To stroke the bcard of some soldan i 

Whetber, as courtesan or queen, 
Within its fingers fair and sligbt 

Was pleasure's gilded sceptre seen. 
Or sceptre of a royal might I 

But sweet and firm it must bave lain 
Full oft its toucb of power rare 

Upon tbe curling lion-nune 
Of some cbimeni caugbt in air. 

Impérial, idle ftntasy. 

And love of soft, luxurious things, 
Frenzies of passion, wondrous, ftee. 

Impossible dream-flutterings I 

Romances wild, and poesy 

Of basbeecb and of wine, vain speeds 
Beneatb Bobemia's briOiant sl^ 

On unrestrained and maddened steeds I 
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Ail thèse were in the Unes of it, 

Of that white book with magie scroUed, 

Where ciphers stood, by Venus writ, 
That Love had trembled to behold. 
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A STUDY OF HANDS 



n 

LACBNAIRE 

Stnmge contiast was the seveitd hand 
Of Lacenaire, the murderer dead, 

Soaked in a powerful essence, and 
Near by upon a cushion sprcad. 

Letting a inorbi4 fancy win, 

I touched, despite my loathing sane, 

The cold, hair-covered, slimy skin, 
Not yet washed clean of deathly stain. 

Ydlow, uncanny, mummified, 
Like to a Pharaoh's hand it lay. 

And stretched its faun-shaped fingers wide» 
Crisp wîth tempution's awful play ; 

As though an itch for flesh and gold 
Lured them to horrors yet to be, 

Twisting them roughly as of old, 
Teasing their immobility. 
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Tbere every vice auid passion's whim 
Had seamed the flesh abundantly 

With hideous hierqglyphs and grim, 
That headsmen read with fluencjr. 

Thcre plainly writ in fiirrows fell, 
I law the deeds of sin and soil, 

Scorchings from cveiy fiery hell 

Wherein corruptions seethe and boiL 

There was a track of Capri's vice, 
Of kipanars and gaming-scores, 

Fretted with wine and blood and dice, 
Like ennui of old emperors. 

Supple and fierce, it had some dower 
Of grâce unto the searching eye, 

Some brutal fascination's power, 
A gladiator's masteiy. 

G>ld aristocracy of crime ! 

No plane inured, no hammer speitt 
The hand whose task for every ttme 

Had but the knife for implement. 

• ' ■ ' 
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A STUDY OF HANDS 

The hand of Laccnaire ! No due 
Therein to labour's honest pride ! 

Fake poec, and assassin true, 
The Manfitd of the gutter died I 



^ 



<\ 
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VARIATIONS ON THE CAR- 
NIVAL OF VENICE 

I 

ON THE STREET 

Thsrs is a popular old air 

That every fiddier loves to scrape* 

'Tiswrung from oigans everywherey 
To barking dog with wiath agape. 

The music-box has registered 
Its phrases garbled and reviled. 

^T is classic to the household bird ; 
Gnindinother learned it as a child. 

The trumpet and the clarinet. 
In dusty gardens of the dance, 

Blow it to clerk and gay grisette. 
In shrill, unlovely résonance* 

And of a Sunday swarm the folk 

Under the honeysuckle vine, 
Quaffing, the while they talk and smoke^ 

The Sun, the melody, the wine. 
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VARIATIONS, CARNIVAL OF VENICE 

It lurks within the wiy bassoon 

The blind man plays, the porch beneath. 

His poodle whimpers low the tune, 
And holds the cup between ks teeth, 

The players of the light guitar, 

Decked with thetr flimsy tartans, pale, 

With voices sad, where feasten are, 
Through coffee-houses fling its waiL 

Great Paganini at a sign, 

One night, as with a needle*s gleam, 
Picked up with end of bow divine 

The little antiquated thème. 

And, threading it with fingers deft, 
He broidered it with colours bright, 

Till up and down the £ided weft 
Ran golden arabesques of light. 
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II 



ON THB LAOOONS 

Tn la, tra la, la, la, la, — wbo 
Knows not thc thcme's soft speP i 

Or tad or light or mock or true, 
Our mothers loved tt well. 



Thc Camival of Vcnicc ! Long 

Adown canals it came, 
Till, wafted on a zephyr*s song, 

The ballet kept its famé. 

I teem, whene^er its phrase I hear, 

A gondola to view, 
With prow voluted, black and clear. 

Slip o'er the water blue i 

To see, her bosom corercd o*er 

With pearls, her body suave, 

The Adriatic Venus soar 

On sound's chromatic wave. 
_ 
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VARIATIONS, CARNIVAL OF VENICE 

The dômes that on the water dwell 

Punue the mdody 
In dear-drawn cadences, and swell 

Like breasts of love that stgh, 

My chains around a ptllar cast, 

I land befoie a fair 
And rosy-pale façade at last, 

Upon a oiaible stair. 

Oh ! ail dear Venice with her towers, 

Her boats, her masquers boon, 
Her sweet chagrins, her nud, gay hours, 

Throbs in that ancient tune. 

The tenuous, vibrant chords that smite, 

Rebuild in subtle way 
The city joyous, firee and light 

Of Canaletto's day ! 
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CAMEOS 


III 




CARNIVAL 




Venice robes her for the bail ; 


Decked with spangles 


bright. 


Multi-coloured Camival 




Teems with laughter 


light. 



Harlequin with negro mask, 

Tights of serpent hue^ 
Beateth with a note fantasque 

His Cassander true. 

Flapping loose his long, white sleere, 

Like a penguin sprcad, 
Through a subtle semibreve 

Pierrot thnists his head. 

Sleek Bologna's doctor goes 

Maundering on a bass. 
Punchinello finds for nose 

Quaver on his face. 
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VARIATIONS, CARNIVAL OF VENICE 

Hurtling Trivellino fine. 

On a triU intent, 
Scanunouch to Columbine 

Givet the fan she lent. 

Gliding to the tune, I nurk 

One veiled figure rise, 
While through satin lathes dark 

Luring gleam her eyes. 

Tender little edge of lace, 

Heaving with her breath ! 
^ Under is her own dear face ! " 

An arpeggio laith. 

And beneath the mask I know 

Bloom of rosy lips, 
And the patch on chin of tnow, 

As she hy me trips I 
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IV 

MOONLIOHT 

Amid the chatter gay and mad 
Saint Mark to Lido wafts, a tune 

Like as a rocket riseth glad 
As founuin riseth to the moon. 

But in that air with laughter itinred, 
That shakes its bells hr out to sea, 

Regret, a little stifled bird, 
Mingles its frail sob audibly. 

And in a mist of memory clad, 

Like dream well-nigh eiFaced, I view 

The sweet Belovèd, fair and sad, 
Of dear, long-vanished days I knew. 

Ah, pale she is ! My soûl in tcars 
An April day remembers yet : — 

We sought the violets by the mères, 
And in the grass our fingers met. . 
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VARIATIONS, CARNIVAL OF VENICE 

The vibrant note of violin 

Is the child voice that stnick my heart, 
Exquittte, plaintive, aigentine, 

With ail the anguish of its dart. 

Sô tweetly, fidsely, doth it tteal, 

So cruel, yet to tender, too, 
So cold, so buming, that I feel 

A deadly pleasure pierce me thiough ; 

Until my heart, an archway deep 

Whote waterv feed the fountain's lip, 

Lets tears of blood in silence weep 
Into my bosom drip by drip. 

O Camival of Venice ! — thème 
So chilling sad, yet ever warm ! 

Where laughter toucheth tears suprême, -^ 
How hast thou hurt me with thy charm I 
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SYMPHONY IN WHITE 
MAJOR 

In the Northern talcs of eld, 

From the Rhine's escarpments high 

Swan-women radiant were beheld, 
Singing and floating by, 

Or, leaving their plumage bright 
On a bough that was bending low, 

Ditplaying skin more glcaming white 
Than the white of their down of snow. 

At times one cornes our way, — 

Of ail she is pallidest, 
White as the moonbeam's shivering ray 

On a ghcier^s icy crest. 

Il- 
Her horeal hloom doth win 

Our eyes to feasting rare 

On rich delight of nacreous skin. 

And a wealth of whiteness fair. 
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SYMPHONY IN WHITE MAJOR 

Her rounded breasts, pale globes 

Of snow, wage insolent war 
With her camelltas and her robes 

Of whiteness nebular. 



In such white wars suprême 
She wins, and weft and flower 

Leave their revenge's right, and 
Yellowed with envy's hour. 



On the white of her shoulder bare, 
Wbose marble Paros lends. 

As through the Polar twilight fitir. 
Invisible frost descends. 

What beaming virgin snow, 

What pith a reed within, 
What Host, what taper, did bestow 

The white of her matchless skin i 

Was she made of a milky drop 
On the blue of a winter heaven i 

Tlie lily-blow on the stem's green top ? 
The foam of the sea at even ? 
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Of the marble still ind cold, 
Wherein the great gods dwell ? 

Of creamy opal gems that hold 
Paint fires of mystic tpell i 

Or the organ's ivoiy kejrs f 

Her wingèd fingers oft 
Like butterflies Ait over thèse, 

With kisses pending soft. 

Of the ermine's stainless fold, 
Whose white, warm touches fidl 

On shivering shoulders and on boU, 
Bright shields armoriai l 

Of the phantom flowen of frost 
Enscrolled on the window clear ? 

Of the fcMintain drop in the chill air lost. 
An Undine's frozen tear ? 

Of May bent low with the sweets 

Of her bountifiil white-thorn bloom ? 

Of alabaster that repcats* 

The pallor of grief and gloom ? 
_ 
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Of the feathers of doves that slip 

And snow on the gable steep ? 
Of slow stalactite's tear-white drip 

In cavernous places deep ? 

Came she from Greenland floes 

With Séraphita forth ? 
Is she Madonna of the Snows ? 

A sphinx of the icy North, 

Sphinx buried by avalanche, 

The glacier's guardian ghost, 
Whose frozen secrets hide and blanch 

In faer white heart innermost l 

What magie of what far name 

Shall this pale soûl ignite i 
Ah ! who shall flush with rose's flame 

This cold, implacable white ? 
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ENAMELS AND CAMEOS 
COQUETRY IN DEATH 

I BEG yt grant, when low I lie, 
Before ye close my coffin-bed^ 

A little black beneath mine ejre. 
And on my cheek a touch of red I 

Ah, make me beautiful as now ! 

For I would bc upon my bier. 
As on the night of hîs avow 

Charming and bloomful, gay and dear. 

FcMT me no Unen winding-sheet ! 

But gown me very grand and br^ht. 
Bring forth my frock of muslin swect, 

Wtth many niffles soft and white. 

My hvoantc frock ! I wore it well, 
Who wore it at love's flowering. 

And since hîs look upon it fell, 
I Ve kept it as a sacred thing. 

For me no fiineral coronet. 

No tear-embroidered cushion place i 
But o *er my fair lace pillow let 

My hair droop free about my ftce. 
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Dear pillow ! Often did it mark. 
In mad, swcet nights our brows unlit. 

And, ail within the gondola dark, 
Did count our kisses infinité. 

About my waxen hands supine, 

Folded in prayer at life't deep gloam, 

My rosaiy of opals twine, 

Blessed by Hit Holiness at Rome. 

I *]] finger ît, when bedded cold 

Where never one shall rise. How oft 

His lips upon my lips bave told 
A Patir and an Jvf soft I 
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HEART'S DIAMOND 

EvERY lover deep hath set 
In a sacred nook apart 
Some dear token for the heart 

In its hope or its regret. 

One hath nested safe away 
Blackett ringlet ever seen^ 
Over which an azuré sheen 

Lieth, as on wing of jay. 

One from shoulder pale as milk 
Took a tress more golden-fine 
Than the threads that softly shine 

In the silk-worm's wonder-silk. 

In its hiding mystical, 

Memory's reliquaiy sweet, 

Glances of another greet 
Gloves with Angers white and smalL 

And another yet may list 
To inhale a faint perfume 
Of the violets from her room, 

Freshly gîven — ûided, kissed, « 
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HEART'S DIAMOND 

Hère a slipper's curving gnice 
One with sighing treasureth. 
Tliere anocher guank a breath 

la a oiask's light edge of lace. 

I Ve no slipper to révère, 

Neither glove nor tress nor floweri 
Bat I cherish for lore's dower 

A divine, adorèd tear, — * 

Fallen ftom the blue above, 

Clearest dew, hcaven't drop for me, 

Pearl dissolvèd secretljr 
In the chalice of my love. 

To mine eyea the dim-worn dew 
Beams, a gem of Orient worth. 
Standing from the parchment fiarth, 

Diamond of a sapfdiire blue, — 

I 

Stead&st, lustrefiil and deep I 

Tear that feU unboped, unaought. 
On a soiig my toul once wrought, 

FffMB an eye unoaed to weep. 
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SPRING'S FIRST SMILE 

While up and down the earth men pant and plod, 
March, laughing at the showers and days unstcady. 
And whispering secret orden to the sod. 
For Spring makes ready. 

And slyly when the world k sleeping yec, 
He smooths out coUars for the Easter daitiet, 
And fashions golden buttercups to set 
In woodland mazes. 

Coif-maker fine, he worketh well his pkn. 
Orchard and vineyard for his touch are proudcL 
From a white swan he hath a down to £ui 
The trees with powder. 

While Nature still upon her couch doth lean, 
Stealthily hies he to the garden closes» 
And laces in their bodices of green 
Pale buds of roses. 

Cômposing his solfeggios in the shade, 
He whistles them to blackbirds as he treadeth» 
And violets in the wood, and in the g|ade 
Snowdrops, he spreadeth. 
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Where for the restless stag the fountain wells, 
His hidden hand glides soft amid the cresses^ 
And scatters lily-of-the-valley bells. 
In silver dresses. 

He sinks the sweet, vermilion stnwbenîes 
Deep in the grasses for thy roving fingers, '\ \ 

And garlands leaflets for thy forehead's ease, ff ry 

When sunshine lingers. .- i^ 

When, hbour done, he must away, turns he' '^^ 
On April's threshold from his fair creatinfl^. 
And calleth unto Spring : ^ Corne, SpriAg — for see, 
The woods are waiting I " 
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CONTRALTO 

Thbre lies within a great museum's hall, 
Upon a snowy bed of carven stone, 

A ttatue ever strange and mystical, 
With some fair fascination ail its own. 

And is it jouth or is it maiden sweet, 
A goddess or a god corne down to vmj ? 

Love fearful, hesitating, turns his feet, 
Nor any word's avowal will betrajr. 

Sidewajrs it lietb, with averted face, 

Stretching its lovely limbs, half mischievous, 

Unto the curious crowd, an idle grâce 
Lighting its marble form luxurious. 

For fashioning of its evil beauty brought 
The sexes twain each one its magie dower. 

Man whispers ^^ Aphrodite ! *' in his thought, 
And woman ^ Eros ! ** wondering at its power. 

Uncertain sex and certain grâce, that seem 

To melt forever in a fountain's kiss, 

Waters that whelm the body as they gleam 

And merge, and it is one with Salmacis. 
_ 
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Ardent chimera^ ciFoit venturesome 
Of Art and PIcasure — figure fanciful ! 

Into thy présence with delight I come^ 
Loving thy bcauty strange and multiple. 

Tbough I niay never close to thee draw nigh, 
How often hâve my glances pierced thc taut^ 

Straight fold of thine austerest drapery^ 
Fast at the end about thine ankle caught ! 

O dream of poet passing every bound ! 

My thought hath built a fancy of thy fomi) 
Till it is molten into silver sound. 

And boy and girl are one in cadence warm. 

O tone divine, O richest tone of earth, 
The beautiful) bright statue's counterpart ! 

Contralto, thou fantastical of birth, 

The voice's own Hermaphrodite thou art ! 

Thou art the plaintive dove, the linnet rare, 
Perched on one rose tree, mellow in one note. 

Thou art fidr Juliet and Romeo fair, 

Singing across the night with one warm throat. 
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Thou art the young wife of the castellan, 

Chaffing an amorous page below her bower, — 

Upon her balcony the lady wan, 
The lover at the base of her high towen 

Thou art the yellow butterfly that swings, 

Pursuing soft a butterfly of snow. 
In spiral flights and subtle traversings, 

One winging high, the other winging low ^ 

The angel flitting up and down the gold 

Of the bright stair's aerial extent, 
The beU in whose alloy of mighty mould 

Are voice of bronze and voice of silver blent 

Yea, melody and harmony art thou, 

Song with its true accompaniment, and grâce 

Matched unto force, — the woman plighting vow 
To her Belovèd with a close embiace » 

Or thou art Cinderella doomed to spend 

Her night before the embers of the fire, 
Deep in a conversation with her friend, 

The cricket, as the latter hours expire ; 

_ 
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Or Arsaces, the great and valorous, 
Waging his righteous battle for a realm. 

Or Tancred with his breastplate luminous, 

Cuirassed and splendid with his sword and hehn ; 

Or Desdemona with her willow song, 

Zerlina laughing at Mazctto, or 
Malcolm, his plaid upon his shoulder strong. 

Thce, O thou dear Contralto, I adore I 

For thèse thou art, thou dearest charm of each, 
O fair Contralto, double-throated dove ! 

The Kaled of a Lara, for thy speech, 

Thou mightest, like the lost Gulnare, prove, — 

In whose heart-stirring, passionate caress 

In one wild, treraulous note there blend and mount 

A woman's sigh of plaintive tendemess, 
And virile accents from a firmer fount. 
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EYES OF BLUE 

A WOMAN, mystic, swcec^ 
Whote beauty diaws my soul^ 

Stands tilent where the fleet 
And singing waters rolL 

Her eyes, the mirrored note 
Of heaven, merge heaven's blue 

Bestarred of lights remote, 
With the sea's glaucous hue. 

Within their languor set^ 

Smiles sadneas infinité. 
Tears make the sparkles wet. 

And tender grows the light. 

Like sea-guUs from aloft 
7*hat graze the océan free, 

Her lashes flutter soft 
Upon an azuré sea. 

As slumbering treasures drowned 

Send shimmers Ughtly up, 
Gleams through the tide profound 

The King of Thule's cup. 
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EYES OF BLUE 

Athwart the weedy swirl 

Brilliant, the waves upoo, 
Shine Cleopatra's pcarl, 

And ring of Solomon. 

The crown to océan cast, 

That Schiller showed to us, 
Still uAder sea caught &st, 

Beams clear and luminous. 

A magie in that gaze 

Draws me, mad venturer ! 
Thus mermaid's magie ways 

Drew Harold Haarfager. 

And ail my soûl unquelled 

Adown the gulf betrayed 
Dives, to the quest impelled 

Of some elusive shade. 

The siren fitfully 

Displays her body's gleam, 
Her breast and arms that ply 

Through waves of amorous dream. 
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The water heaves and hlhj 

Like breasts with passion's breath. 

The breeze insistent calls 
To me^ and murmureth : 

dmi ÈÊ my piorfy M! 

My êC0an arms shallslip 
j/bûut tbee : sait sball spreai 

Tê bêfuy #» tby Bp ! 

Ob^ Ut the UlUws Uni 

Abwe us ! Tbêu sbalt, warm, 

Fnm cup of kisses drink 
OUivhn oftbi st§rm f " 

Thus sighs the glance that sweeps 
From out those sea-blue gateS) 

Till heart down treacherous deeps 
Tlie hymen consummates. 
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THE TOREADOR'S SERENADE 

RONDALLA 

Child with airs impérial, 

Dove with faIcon*8 eyes for me 

Whom thou hatest, — come I sball 
Underneath thy balcony ! 

There, my foot upon the stone, 

I shall twang my chords with grâce, 

TiD thy window-pane hath shone 
With thy kmplight and thy fiice. 

Let no lad with his guitar 

Stram adown the bordering wayt. 

Mine the road to watch and bar. 
Mine alone to sing thy pnûse. 

Let the firtt my courage brave. 

He shall lose his ears, egad I 
Who shall howl his love and rave 

In a couplet good orbad. 
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Restless doth my dagger lie. 

Coine ! who'U venture its rebuflF? 
Wbo wottld wear for eveiy sigh 

Blood*8 red flower upon his ruff ? 

Blood grows weaiy bf its veins ; 

For it yeams to be displayed. 
Night is ominous with rains. 

Haste, ye cowards, back to shade I 

On, thou braggart, else aroint I 
Well thy forearm cover thou. 

On ! and with my dagger's point 
Let me write upon tfay brow. 

Let them corne, alone, in mats : 
Firm of fbot I bide my phce. 
For thy glory, as they pass, 
^ Wottld I slit each paltzy hce. 

f 

O'er the gutter ère ûsy clear, 
Snowy feet shall be defiled, 
Bj the Rood ! a bridge I '11 rear 
With the bones of gailants wild. 

_ 
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I would slay, thy love to wear, 

Any foe, yea, even proud 
Satan's veiy self to dare, 

So thy sheets became my throud. 

Sightless window, deafened door ! 

Wilt thou never heed my sounds? 
Like a wounded bull I roar, 

Maddening the baying hounds. 

Drive at least a poor nail then, 
Where my heart may hang inert. 

For I want it not again, 

With its madness and its hurt I 
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NOSTALGIA OF THE OBELISKS 

THE OBELISK IN PARIS 

Distant from my native land, 

Ever duU with ennui's pain, 
Lonely monolith I stand» 

In the snow and frost and rain. 

And my shaft, once bumt to red 

In a flaming heaven's glane, 
Taketh on a pallor dead 

In this never azuré air. 

Oh, to stand again before 
Luxor^s pylons, and the dear, 

Grim Colossi ! — be once more 
My vermilion brother near f 

Oh, to pierce the changeless blue, 
Where of old my peak upwon, 

With my shadow sharp and true 
Trace the footsteps of the sun ! 
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OncC) O Rameses ! my tall mass 

Not the âges couU destroy. 
But it fell eut down like grass. 

Paris took h for a toy. 

Now my granité fonn behold : 

Sentinel the livelong day 
Twîxt a spurious temple old. 

And the Chamhre des Diputh! 

On the spot where Loms Siizi 
Died, they set me, meaningless» 

Whh my secret which outweighs 
Cycles of forgetfulness. 

Sparrows lean défile my head, 
Where the ibis used to Ught, 

And the fierce gypaetus spread 
Talons gold and plumage white. 

And the Seine, the drip of street, 
Unclean river, crime's abyss, 

Now befouls mine ancient feet, 
Which the Nile was wont to kiss : 

6 8Ï ~ 
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Hoary Nile that, crowned and stem, 

To its lotus-Iaden shores 
From Its ever bended um 

Crocodiles for gudgeon pouis I 

Golden chariots gem-belit 

Of the Pharaohs' pageanting 
Grazed my side the cab-wheels hk, 

Bearing out the last poor king. 

By my gnnite sBape of yore 

Passed the priests^ with stately pschent. 
And the mystic boat upbore, 

Emblemed and magnificent. 

But to-day, profane and wan, 

Camped between two fountains wide, 

I behold the courtesan 

In her carnage loiuige wkh pride. 

From the first of year to hst 

I must see the vulgar show — - 

Solons to the Counctl passed^ 

Loyers to the woods that go ! 
_ 
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Oh, what skeletonf abhorred, 

Hence, an hundred yean, chis race ! 

Cottdied, iinbandaged) on a boaid. 
In a nailed ccrfin's place. 

Never hypogeum kind, 

Safe from foui comipcion's fear; 

Never hall where century-lined 
Générations disappear ! 

Sacred soil of hieroglyph. 

And of taoeidotal laws, 
Where the Sphinx i$ watting ttiff, 

Sharpening on the stone its daws» — 

Soil of ciypt where echoet part, 
Where the vultuie swoopeth free, 

AU mj being, — ail my heart, 
O mine Egypt, weeps for theel 
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THE OBELISK IN LUXOR 

Where the wasted columns brood, 

Lonely tentiiuel stand I, 
In etemal solitude 

Facing ail infinity. 

Dumb, with beauty unendowed, 

To the horizon lioaitless 
Spreads earth's désert like a shnxtd 

Stained by yellow suns that press. 

While above it, blue and dean, 

Is another désert cast — 
Sky where cloud is never seen^ 

Pure, implacable, and vast. 

And the Nile's great water-coune 
Glazed with leaden pellicle 

Wrinkled by the river-horse 
Gleameth dead, unlustrefiiL 

AU about the flaming isles, 
By a turbid water spanned, 

Hot, rapacious crocodiles 

Swoon and sob upon the sand. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



NOSTALGIA QF THE QBELISKS 

Perching motionless, alone. 

Ibis, bird of classic famé, 
From a carven slab of stone 

Reads the moon-god's sacred name» 

Jackals bowl, hyenaa grin, 

Famished hawks descend and ciy. 

Down the heavy air they spin. 
Gommas black against the sky. 

Thèse the sounds of solitude, 

Where the sphinxes yawn and doze, 

Dull and passionless of mood, 
Weary of théir endless pose. 

Child of sand's refliected shine. 
And of sun-rays fiercely bent, 

Is there ennui like to thine. 
Spleen of luminous Orient ? 

Thou it was cried « Hait ! " of yorc 

To satiety of kings. 
Thou hast crushed me more and more 

With thine awful weight of wings. 
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Hère no sephyr of the sea 

Wipe» tht teais from skies that £11. 
Time hiniielf leans wearily 

On tiic palaces tong sdU. 

Naught shall touch the («atiires terse 

Of this dull, écornai spot. 
In tlûs changing universe, 

Otày Egypt changeth norl 

When the ennui never ends. 
And I yeam a firiend to hold^ 

I Ve the fellahs, mummiesi friends, 
Of the dynasties of old. 

I behold a pillar pale. 

Or a chipped Colossus note, 

Watch a disunt, gleamtng sail 
Up and down the Nile afloat. 

Oh, to seek my brothei's side. 
In a Paris wondrous, grand, 

With his stately form to bide. 
In the' public place to stand ! 
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For he looks on living men, 

And they tcan his pktures wrought 

By an hieiatic pen, 

To be read by vision-thougbt. 

Fountains iair as amethyst 

On his granité lightly pour 
Ail their irisated mist. 

He is growing young once moft. 

Ah ! yet he and I had birth 

From Syene's veins of red« 
But I keep my spot of earth. 

He is living. I am dead. 
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VETERANS OF THE OLD 

GUARD 

(Decembee 15) 

Drivbn by ennui from my room, 

I walked along the Boulevard. 
'T was in December's mist and gbom. 

A bitter wind was blowing hard. 

And there I saw — Etrange thing to see ! — • 

In drizzle and in daylight drear, 
From out their dark abodes let free, 

Dim, spectral shadow-shapes appear. 

Yet 't is by night's uncanny hours, 
By pallid German moonbeams cast 

On old dilapidated towers, 

That ghosts are wont to wander past. 

It is by night's efFulgent star 

In dripping robes that elves intrigue 

To bear beneath the nénuphar 
Their dancer dead of his fatigue. 
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At night's mysterious tide hath been 
The great review — of ballad writs — 

Wha-ein the Emperor, dimly seen, 
Numbered the shades of Aimerlitx. 

But phantoms near the Gymtuuif — jet. 
And wet and miiy phantotoSi too. 

And close to the Fariitis, 

And not a shroud to tiick the view I 

With yeUow teeth and stainèd drets» 
And motsy skull and piercèd shoon, 

Paris 7— Montmartre — behold it press, — 
Death in the very lîght of noon 1 

Ah, *t is a picture to be seen ! 

Three vétéran ghosts in unifomi 
Of the Old Guard, and, spaie and lean, 

Two ghost-hussars in daylight's stomi. 

The lithograph, you would surmise, 
Wherein one ray shines down upon 

The dead, that Raffet déifies, 

That pass and shout ^ Napoléon I *' 
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No dead are thèse, whom nightly drum 
May louse to battle fires that burn. 

But stragglers of the Old Guard, corne 
To celebrate the grand return ! 

Since fighting in the fight suprême, 
One bas grown thin, another stout; 

The coats that fitted once now seem 
Too small, too loose, or draggled out. 

O epic rags ! O tatters light, 

Starred with a cross ! Heroic things 

Of ridicule, ye gleam more bright, 
More beautiful than robes of kings ! 

Limp feathers fluttering adorn 
The tawny colbacks wom and grim. 

The buUet and the moth hâve torn 
And riddled well the dolmans dim. 

Their leaithem breeches loosely hang 
In furrows on their lank thigh-bones, 

Their rusty sabres drag and clang, \ 

As heavily they scrape the stones. 
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Or soiâe round belly firm amd fat, 

Squeesed tig^ in tether labour-donned^ 

Mak€8 mirth and jett to chuckle at — 
Old herù quaint and cheveroned I 

iBut do not mock and jeer, mj lad. 

Sainte him, rather, and, believe, 
AchUleahe^oflUad 

That Homer'S' self could not conceive. 

Respect thèse men whh battle signs 
That twenty skies hâve painted brown i 

Their scars that lengthen ont the Unes 
Of wrinkles âge has written down ; 

Their skin whose colour deep and dun, 
Bared to the fronts of many foes. 

Tells us of Egypt's buming sun ; 

Their locks that tell of Russia's snows. 

And if thejr shake, no longer strong ? 

Ah f Beresina's wind was cold. 
And if they limp ? The way was long, 

From Cairo unto Vilna told. 

— <^i— ^ ■ Il I I I I I.IM I I I fc 
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If they be stiff ? Thejr 'd but a flag 
For sheet to hoM tteir bodici warin. 

And if a sleeve be loose, poor rag ? 
Tis that a buUec tore an ann. 

Mock noc thete vétéran thapes bizarre, 
At wbom the urchin laught and g^pes. 

They were the day, of which we are 
The evening, and the nîgbt, perhapt, — 

Remembering if we forget — 
Red lancer, grenadier in blue, 

With faces to the Column set. 
As to their only altar tnie. 

There, proud of pain each scar denotea. 
And of long miseries gone by, 

They feel beneath their shabby coats 
The heart of Fiance beat mightily. 

And so our smiles are steeped in tears, 

Seeing this holy carnival, 

This picture wan that leappears, 

Like morning after midnight*s bail. 
— 
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And, cleaving heaven its own to claim, 
Wide the Grand Army's eagle spreads 

Its golden wings, like glory*8 flame, 
Above their dear and hallowed heads. 
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Th£ sea-guUs restless gleatn and ghnce, 
The mad white coursers cleave the length 

Of océan as they rear and prance 

And toss their mânes in stormy strength. 

The day ts ending. Raindrops choke 
The sunset fiirnaces. The gloom 

Brings the great steamboat spitting smoke. 
And beating down its long black plume. 

And I, more wan than heaven wide, 
For land of sooc and fog am bound. 

For land of smoke and suicide — 

And right good weather hâve I found ! 

How ea^erly I now would pierce 

The gulf that groweth wild and hoar ! 

The vessel rocks. The waves are iierce. 
The sait wind freshens more and more. 

Ah ! bitter is my soul's unrest. 

The very océan sighing heaves 
In pity its unhopeful breast, 

Like some good friend that knows and grieves. 
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Let be — lost love's despair suprême ! 

Let be — illusions fair that rose 
And fell front pedestals of dream ! 

One leap ! The dark wet ridges dose* 

Away ! ye sufièrings gone by, 

That evermore returning brood, 
And press the wounds that sleeping lie, 

To make them weep afresh their blood. 

Away ! regret, whose crûnson heart 

Hath seven swords. Yea, One, maybc, 

Doth know the anguish and the smart-^ 
•Mother of Seven Sorrows, She ! 

Each ghostly grief sinks down the vast. 
And struggles with the waves that throb 

To close about it, and at last 
Drown it forever with a sob. 

Soul's ballast, treasures of life's hand, 
Sink ! and we '11 wreck together down. 

Pale on the pillow of the sand 

I '11 rest me well at evening brown. 
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But, now, a woman, as I gaze, 
Sits in the bridge's darker nook, 

A woman, who doth sweetly raise 
Her eyes to mine in one long look. 

Tis Sympathy with outstretched anns, 
Who smileth to me through the gray 

Of dutk with ail her thousand charms. 
Hail, azuré eyes ! Green sea, away ! 

The sea-guUs restless gleam and glance. 

The mad white coureere cleave the length 
Of Océan as they rear and piance 

And toss their mânes in stormy stiength. 
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TO A ROSE-COLOURED GOWN 

How I love you in the robes 
That disrobe so well your charms I 

Your dear brèasts^ twin ivory globes. 
And your bare sweet pagan anns* 

Frail as frailest wing of bee, 

Fresher than the heart of rose, 
Ail the fabric délicate, free. 

Round your body gleams and glows, 

Till from sidn to silken thread, 

Silver shivers lightly wtn. 
And the roty gown hâve shed 

Roses on the creamy skin. 

Whence hâve you the mystic thing, 

Made of veiy flesh of you, 
Living mesh to mix and cling 

With your glorious body*s hue ? 

Did you take it from the nid 

Of the dawn î From Venus' shell ? 

From a breast-flower nigh to bud ? 

From a rose about to swell ? 
- — 
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Doth the texture bave its dye 
From some blushing bashfulness ? 

No — your portraits do not lie — 
Beauty beauty's forin shall guess I 

Down you cast your garment fair, 

Art-dreamed, sweet Reality, 
Like Boighese's princess, rare 

For Canova's masteiy ! 

Ah I the folds are lips of fire 
Sweeping round your lovely form 

In a foUy of désire, 
With a weft of kisses warm ! 
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THE WORLD'S MALICIOUS 

Ah, Unie one, the world *8 malicious ! 

With mocking smiles thy beauty greeting* 
It sayt that in thy breast capricious 

A watch) and not a heait, is beating. 

Yet like the sea thy breast is swelling 
With ail the wUd, tumultuous power 

A tide of blood scnds pulsing, welling, 
Beneath thy flesh in life's young hour. 

Ah, little one, the world is spiteful I 
It says thy vivid tyeg are fooling. 

And that they hâve their chami ddightfiil 
From faithful, diplomatie schooling. 

Yet on thy lashes' thifting curtain 

An iridetcent tear-drop trembles, 
Like dew unbidden and uncertain, 

That no well-watei's gleam resembles. 

Ah, little one, the world reviles thee ! 

It says thou hast no spirit's fovour, 

That verse, which seemingly beguiles thee, 

Hath unto thee a Sanskrit savour. 
— 
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Yet to thy crimson lips invidng, 

Intelligence's bec of laughter, 
At every flash of wit aligbting. 

Allures and gleams, and lingers after. 

Ah) little one, I know the trouble ! 

Thou lovest me. The world, it guesses. 
Leave me, and hear tes praises bubble : — 

^ Wbat beart, wbat s^rit, sie fmêsml^ 
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To PETRA CAMARA 

In Spain, as Nodier's pen bas told, 
Three officen in night's mid haan 

Came on a castle dark and oM, 

With sunken eaves and mouldering towen, 

A trac Anne RadclifFe type h was, 

With ruined halls and crumbling looms 

And Windows graven by the claws 

Of Goya's bats that rai^ed the gkxMns. 

Now while they feasted, gazed upon 
By ancient portnits standing guard 

In their ancestnd frames, anon 
A sudden ciy rang thitherwaid. 

Forth from a distant corridor 

That many a moonbeam's pallid bue 

Fretted fantastically o'er, 

A wondrous phantom sped in view. 
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With bodice high and hair comb-cipped, 
A woman, running, dancing, hied. 

Adown the dappled gloom she dipped,— * 
An îridescent form descried. 

A languid, dead, voluptuous mood 
Filled eveiy act's abandon brief, 

Till at the door she stopped, and gtood 
Sinister, lovely past bdief. 

Her ndment crumpled in the tomb 
Showed hère and there a spangle's foil. 

At every stait a faded bloom 

Dropped petals in her hair's black coll. 

A dull scar crossed her bloodless throat. 
As of a knife. Like mttle chill 

Of teeth, her castanets she smote 
Full in their faces awed and stili. 

Ah, poor bacchante, sad of grâce I 
So wild the sweetness of her spell, 

The cunrèd lips in her white face 

Had lured a saint from heaven to hell I] 
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Like darkling birds her eyelashes 
Upon her cheek lay fluttering light. 

Her kirtle's swinging cadences 

Displayed her limbs of lustrous white. 

She bowed amid a mist of gyres, 
And with her hand, as dancers may, 

Like flowers she gathered up desires. 
And grouped them in a bright bouquet. 

Was it a wraith or woman seen, 

A thing of dreams, or blood and flesh, 

The flame that burst from out the sheen 
Of beauty's undulating mesh i 

It was a phantom of the past, 
It was the Spain of olden keep, 

Who, at the sound of cheer at last, 
Upbounded from her icy sleep. 

In one bokro mad, suprême, 
Rough-resurrected, powerfui, 

Showing beneath her kirtle's gleam 
The ribbon wrested from the bulL 
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About her throat the icar of red 
The deathblow was, deak silendy 

Unto a generacioii dead 

By evcry new-born centiuy. »•/ 

I saw this self-saine phanAn flé^ 
Ail Paris ringing with ^r praise, 

When soft, db4>hanous, mastic, sweet, 
La Petra Camara held td gaze, — 

Closing ber eyes with lan^or rare, 

Impassive, passionate of art, 
And, like the murdered Inès £ûr, 

Dancii^, a dagger in her beart. 
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A#TBB ANAC&BON 

PoET of her face divine, 
Curb this over-zeal of thine f 
Doves wing frighted from the ground 
At a step's too sudden sound, 
And her passion is a dove, 
Frighted by too bold a love. 
Mute as marble Hermès wait 
By the blooming hawthom-gate. 
Tliou shalt see her wings expand, 
She shall flutter to thy hand. 
On thy forehead thou shalt kncMr 
Something like a breath of snow. 
Or of pinions pure that beat 
In a whirl of whiteness sweet. 
And the dove, grown ventuiesome, 
Shall upon thy shoulder corne. 
And its rosy beak shall sip 
From the nectar of thy lip. 
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SMOKE 

Bbnbath yon tree sits humble 
A squalid, hunchbacked house, 
With roof piccipitouSi 

And mossy walls that cnimblc 

Boked and barred the shanty. 
But from its must and moiild, 
Like breath of lips in cold. 

Cornes respiration scanty. 

A vapour upward welling, 
A slender, silver streak, 
To God bears tidings meek 

Of the souI in the little dwelling. 
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Fair Apollonia, name august, 

Greek écho of the sacred vale, 
Great name whose harmonies robust 

Thee as Apollo's sister hail ! 

Stnick with the plectnim on the lyre. 

And in melodious beauty sung, 
Brighter than love's and glorj's fire, 

It résonant rings upon the tongue. 

At such a classic sound as this, 

The dves plunge down their German kke* 
Alone the Delphian worthy is 

So lustreful a name to take, — 

Pjrthia ! when in her flowing dress 
She mounts her place with feet unshod. 

And, priestess white and prophetess, 
Wistful awaits the tardy god. 
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THE BLIND MAN 

A BLIND man walks without the gâte, 
Wild-staring as an owl by day, 

Fumbling bis flûte betimes and latCi 
Along the way. 

He pipeth, weary wiecch and irom^ 
A roundel shrill and obsolète. 

The spectre of a dog forlora 
Attends his feet. 

For him the days go lustreless* 
Invisible life with beat and roar 

.He heareth like a torrent press 
Around, before. 

What strange chimeras haunt his head i 
And on his mind's bedarkened tpact^ 

What characters unheard, unread, 
Doth hncy trace î 

Thus down Venetian leads of doom^ 

Wan prisoners ensepulchred 
In palpable, undying gloom 

Hâve graven their word. 
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And yet perchance when life's last sp«rk 
Death speeds unto eternal nîght, 

The tomb-bred muI, witbin tbe dark, 
ShaU «M tbc light. 
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SONG 

In April earth is white and rose 
Like youth and love, now tendering 

Her smiles, now fearfiil to disclose 
Her virgin heart unto tbe Spring. 

In June, a littk pale and worn. 
And full at heait of vague désire, 

She hideth in the yellow corn, 

With sunbumed Summer to respire. 

In August, wild Bacchante, she 

Her bosom bares to Autumn shapes. 

And on the tiger-skin flung fiee, 

Draws foith the purple blood of grapes. 

And in December, shrivelled, old, 
Bepowdered white from foot to bead. 

In dream she wakens Winter cold, 
That sleeps beside her in her bed. 
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I 

RjKD of nose and white of face, 
Bent his desk of ice before, 

Winter doth his thème retrace 
In the season's quatuor, — 

Beating measure and the ground 
With a frozen foot for us, 

Singing with uncertain sound 
Olden tunes and tremulous. 

And as HaendePs wig sublime 
Trembling shook its powder, oft 

Fhitter as he taps his time 
Snow-flakes in a flurry soft. 
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In the Tuileries fount the 8wan 
Meets the ice, and ail the trees. 

As in land of faines waA, 
Are bedecked with filigreei. 

Flowers of fros t in vases lovr 
Stand unquickened and unstirred. 

And we trace upon the snovr 
Starrèd footsteps of a bird. 

Where wkh lightest raiment spanned. 
Venus was with Phocion met, 

Now bas Wincer's hoary hand 
Ckdion's ««Chilly Maiden " set. 
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III 

Women pass in ermine dress, 

Sable, toO) and miniver. 
And the shivering goddesses 

Haste to don the fashion's fur. 

Venus of the Brine cornes forth. 
In her hooded mantle's flufF. 

Flora, blown by breezes North, 
Hides her fingers in her muff. 

And the shepherdesses round 
Of Coustou and Coysevox, 

Finding scarves too light hâve wound 
Furs about their throats of snow. 
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IV 

Heavy doth the Noith bednqpe 
Paris mode from foot to topi 

As o'er bit Athenian shape 
Scythian should a bearskin drop. 

Over winter's garments meet, 
Eveiywhere we sec the fur» 

Flung whh Russian pomp»» and sweel 
With the fragrant vétiver. 

Pleasure's lau^ing glances feaat 
Far amid the statues» where 

From the bristles of a beast 
Bursts a Venus torso fair I 
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If jou Ycnture hitherwtni, 
Wkh a tender veil to cheat 

Glances over-dâring, gtiuxl 
Well your Andalusian feet I 

Snow shall fiuhion like a fnune 
On your fooc't impretsion mt^ 

Signing with each stqp your name 
On the carpet soft and vair. 

Thus were surly master led 
To the hiddcn trystii^-place, 

Where bis Psyché, faintly xed, 
Were beheld in Love's embrace. 
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THE BROOK 

Near a great water^s waste 
A brook mid rock and spar 

Came bubbling up in haste. 
As though to cravel far. 

It sang : ^ What joy to rise ! 

T was dismal under ground. 
I mirror now the skies. 

My banks with green abound. 

« Foiget-me-nots — how faîr ! 

Beseech me from tbe grass } 
Wings frolic in the air. 

And giaze me as they pass. 

^I yet shall be — who knows?»- 
A river winding down, 

And greeting as it flows 
Valley and cliff and towm 

^ I '11 broider with my spiay 
Stone bridge and granité quay. 

And bear great ships away 
Unto the long wide sea/' 
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So planned it, babbling by. 

As water boiling fasc 
Within a basin high, 

To top its brim at laat. 

Cradle by tomb is crossed. 

Giants are early dead. 
Scaice born, the brook was bat 

Within a lake'a deep bed. 
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TOMBS AND FUNERAL 
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No grim ctdaver iet ics flaw 

In happjr ^s of pagan «t^ 
And flu»^ cornent ivith what hc taw, 

Strippaë not the vcfl frocH bcauty's heart. 

No fonn once loved that buried lay, 

A hideous spectre to appal, 
Dropped bit by bit its flesh away. 

As one by one our gannents fall ; 

Or, when the days had drifted by 

And sundered shrank the vaulted stones^ 

Showed naked to the daring eye 
A motley heap of rattling bones. 

But, rescued from the funeral pyre, 

Life's ashen, light residuum 
Lay soft, and, spent the deansing fire, 

The um held sweet the body's sum, — 
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The tum of ail that earth may claim 
0( the KMil's butterfly, toul pasted, — 

AU that i% left of spended flame 
Upoii die tripod at the laat. 

Between acaothus leaves and flowen 

In the whtte marble gaily went 
Loves and bacchantes aU the hoiin, 

Dandng about the monument. 

At mofC, a little Genius wild 

Tnunpled a flame out in the gloom, 

And art's harmonious flowering smiled 
Upon the sadness of die tomb, 

The tonb was then a pleasant pkce. 

As bed of child that shimbereth, 
Wîth many a £Ur and laughing grâce 

The joy of life surrounded death. 

Then death concealed iu visage gaunt, 

Whose sockets deep, and sunken nose. 

And railing mouth our spirits haunt, 

Past any dream that horror shows. 
— 
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The monster in flesh laiment clad 
Hid deep its spectral form uncouth. 

And virgin glances, beauty-glad, 
Sped frankly to the naked youtlu 

Twas only at Trimalchio's board 
A little akdeton made sign. 
An ivory plajrthing unabhomed, 
To bid the feasters to the wine. 

Godi, whom Art ever must avow, 
Ruled the marmoreal sky's demesne* 

Olympus yields to Calvary, now ; 
Jupiter to the Nazaiene ! 

Voices are calling, ^ Pan is dead t 
Dusk deepeneth within, without. 

On the black sheet of sorrow spread, 
The whitened skeleton gkams out. 

It glideth to the hcadstone bare. 
And signa it with a paraph wild, 

And hangs a wreath of bones to glare 
Upon the charnel death-defiled. 
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It lifts the coffin-lid and quafB 
The musty air, and peeis within, 

Displajrs a ring of ribs, and laughi 
Forever with its awful grin. 

It uiges unto Death's fleet dance 
The Emperor, the Pope, the King, 

And makes the paUid steed to prance. 
And low the doughty warrior fling; -— 

Behind the courtesan steaU up, 
And makes wry fiices in her glass ; 

Drinks from the sick man's trembling cup i 
Delves in the miser's golden mass. 

Above the team it whirls the thong, 
With bone for goad to huny it, 

FoUows the plowman's way along. 
And guides the furrows to a pit. 

It cornes, the uninvited guest. 

And lurks beneath the banquet chair, 

Unseen from the pale bride to wrest 
Her Uttle silken garter fair. 
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The number swdk : the young giire hand 
Uaco the oM, aïki none majr flce. 

The iotsistible saraband 
Compellecii ail humanicj. 

Forth speeda the tall, ungaiiily fright, 
Playing the rebeck, dancing mad, 

Ag^inat the dark a fnune of whtte. 
As Holbein drew it — honor-gad i — 

Or if the timet be frivokNtt, 

Tratset the shroud aboiit ita hipa: 

Tfaen likc a Cupid miachievoui, 
Acioas the ballec^-iooni k akipa» 

And ttoca carven tomba it fliea, 
Whcre marchioaeaaes rest deonirci 

Weaiy of love, in ex<iuisite guise. 
In chapela dim and pompadour. 

But hide tl^ hideoia form at latt, 
Wonn^eaten actor ! Loif enoiigh 

In death's wan melodrama cast, 

Thou 'tt played thy pan without rebuff. 
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Corne back, come back, O ancient Art ! 

And coftr with thjr marble's gleam 
This Gothic skeleton ! Each part 

Consume, ye fiâmes of fire suprême I 

If man be then a créature made 
In God's own image, to aspire, 

When shactercd must the image fiide, 
Let the lone fragments feed the fire ! 

Immortal form ! Rise thou in flame 
Again to beauty's fount of bloom 

Let not thy clajr endure the shame, 
The dégradation of the tomb I 
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BJORN'S BANQUET 

BjoRN, odd and lonely cénobite, 
High on a barren rock's plateau, 

Far out of time's and the world's s^ht, 
Dwells in a castle none may know. 

No modem thought may violate 
His darkened and secluded halL 

Bjorn bolts with care bis postem-gate. 
And barricades bis castle walL 

When others wait tbe rising sun, 
He fiom bis mouldering pa^^>et 

Still contemplâtes the valley dun, 
Wbere he beheld the red sun set, 

Securely doth the past enlock 

His rétrospective spirit lone. 
The pendulum within his clock 

Was broken centuries agone. 

Waking the echoes wanders he 
Beneath his feudal arches drear, 

His ringing footsteps seemingly 
FoUowed by other footsteps clear. 
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Nor priests nor friends with him make bolil^ 
Nor burghere plain nor genckmen ; 

But his ancestial ponndts hold 
A parley with him now and then. 

And of a midnight, sparing him 

The ennui of a lonely cup, 
Bjorn, harbouring a gloomy whim. 

Invites his ancestors to sup. 

Forth stepping at the hour's grim stroke, 
Come phantoms armed from foot to bead« 

Bjorn, quaking, to the solemn folk 
ProfFers with state the goblet red. 

To seat itself each panoply 

With joints that grumble in revolt 

Maketh an angle with its knee, 
That creaketh like a nisty bolti 

Till ail at once the suit of mail. 

Rude coffin of an absent bulk, 

Cleaving the silence with a wail, 

Falls in its chair, a clanking hulk. 
_ 
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Landgraves and burgraves, spare and stout, 
Corne down from hearen or up firom hell, 

The iron guests of many a bout, 
Are bound wtthin the midnight tpeU. 

Their blow-indentcd hdmets bcar 
Heraldic beasts that bay and grin, 

Athwart tke shades the red lights glare 
On crest and ancient lambrequin, 

Each empty, open casque now seems 

Ltke to the helms of heraldries, 
Save for two strange and livid gleans 

That issue forth in threatening 

Seated is each old combatant 

In the vast hall, at Bjom's behest, 

And the uncertain shadows graat 
A swartbjr page to eveiy gutit. 

The liquors in the candie-shine 

Take on suspicious purples. AU 
The viands in dieir gravy's wine 

Grow lurid and fimtasticaL 
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Sometimes a breastplate glitten brigitt, 
A morion specds tu flashea wroth, 

A rondelle from a hand of might 
Drops beavily upon the clodi. 

Heard are the softiy flapping wingi 
Of unseen bats. The shimmcr lîcks 

Upon the carven panellings 
The banners of the heretict. 

The stiffly bended gauntlets phy 

In the dull glow incarnadine. 
And, creaktng, to the helmets gr^ 

Pour bumpers fiiU of Rhentdi wtae; 

Or with theîr daggers keen of blade 
Canre boars upon the plates of gold. 

The corridor's uncanny shade 

Hath clamoun vague and nianifbld. 

The orgy waxes riotsome — 

One coold not hear God's ¥oice fi9r it— 
For when a phantom sups from hooie, 

What wrong if he carouse a bit ? 
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Now every ghostly care they drown 
With jokes and jeers and loud guffaws. 

A wine-cascade is running down 
Each rusty helmet*s iron jaws. 

The full and rounded hauberks bulge. 
And to the neck the river mounts. 

Their eyes with liquid fire eflfulge. 

They Ve howling dnink, thèse valiant counts ! 

One through the salad idly widds 

A foot i another scolds the sick. 
Some like the lions on their shields 

With gaping mouths the fiwcy trick. 

In voice ttill hoarse from silence long 
In the tomb*s dampness and restnint^ 

Max playfuUy intones a song 

Of thirteen hundied, crude and quaint» 

Albrecht, of quarrelsome réputé, 

Stirs right and left a war intense. 
And drubs about with fist and foot. 

As once he dnibbed the Saracens. 
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And heated Fritz his helmet dofFs, 
Not deemîng he 's a headless trunk. 

Then down peU-mell mid roars and scofi 
Together roU the phantoms drunk. 

Ah ! 'T is a hideous battk-ground, 

Wbere pots and weapont bang and tcud, 

Where eveiy dead man through tome wound 
Doth vomit victuab up for blood. 

And Bjorn observes them, sad of eye, 
And haggard, while athwart the panes 

The dawn comes creeping stealthîljr^ 

With blue, thtn lig^ts, and darfcMss wancs. 

The prostrate mass of nisty brown 
Pales like a torch in daylight's room, 

Undl the drunkest pours him down 
At last the stirrup-cup of doom. 

The cock crows loud* And with the day 
Once more with haughty mien and boU, 

Their revel-weary heads they lay 
Upon their marbk pillows cold. 
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THE WATCH 

Now cwice my watch hâve I taken. 
And twice as I Ve gazing sat, 

The hand has pointed unshaken 
To one — and it 's long past that ! 

The clock's light cadences linger. 

The sun-dial laughs from the lawn, 
And points with a long, gaunt finger 

The path that its shade has diawn. 

A steeple ironically 

Calls the true time to me. 
The belAy bell makes tally 

And taunts me with accents firee. 

Ah, dead is the wretch ! I sought not, 
Last night, to my rêverie sold, 

Its ruby circle ! I thought not 
Of glimmering key of gold ! 

No longer I see with pleasure 
The spring of the balance-wheel 

Flit hither and there at measure, 
Like a butterfly form of steeU 
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When HippogrifF bears me, yearning, 
Through skies of another sphère, 

M7 soul-reft body goes turning 
Wberever the steed may veer. 

Eternity still is giving 

Its gaze to the lifeless face. 
Time seeketh the heart once living, 

His ear at the old watch-case,— 

That heart whose regular motion 
Was foUowed within my breast 

By wave-beats of life's full océan 1 
Ah well ! the watch is at rest. 

But its brother is beating ever, 

Stead£ist and sturdy kept 
By One Who foigetteth never, — 

Who wound it the while I slept. 
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THE MERMAIDS 

There's a sketch you may discover 

By an artist of degree 
Rime and mètre quarrel over — 

Théophile Kniatowski. 

On the snowy foam that fringes 

AU the mantle of the brine, 
Radiant with the sunlight's tinges, 

Three mermaidens softly shine. 

Like the drowned lilies dancing 
Turn they, as the spiral wave 

Buoys their bodies hiding, glancing^ 
As they sink and rise and lave* 

In their golden hair for dowers 

They hâve twined with beauteous hands 
Shells for diadems, and flowers 

From the deep wild under sands* 

Oysters pour a pearly hoarding 
Their enrapturing throats to gem, 

And the wave, its wealth according, 
Tosses other pearls to them. 
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Borae above the crest of océan 

B7 a Triton hand and strong, 
Twiiie they, beautifiil of motion, 

Under gleaming tresses long* 

And the crystal water under, 

Down the blue the glories pale 
Of each lovely form of wonder, 

Tapered to a shimmering tail. 

Ah ! But who the scaly swimmers 
Would behold in modern dajr — 

When a bust of ivory glimmers, 
O>ol from kisses of the spray ? 

Look ! Oh, mingled truth and fable f 

O'er the horizon steady plied. 
Cornes a vessel proud and stable, 

Toward the mermaids terrified ! 

Tricoloured its ftag is flaunted. 

And it vomits vapour red. 
And it beats the biUows daunted, 

Till the nymphs dive low for dread. 
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Fearlessljr thqr did beleaguer 

Trirèmes immémorial, 
And the dolphins arched and eager 

Waited for Arion's call. 

This of old. But now the steamer — 
Vulcan hurtling Venus' charms, — 

Would destroy the siren gleamer, 
With her fair, nude tail and arms. 

Farewell mjrth ! The boat that passes 

Thinks to see on silver bar, 
Where the widening billow glasses, 

Porpoises that plunge zhx. 
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TWO LOVE-LOCKS 

Reviving languorous dreaming 
0£ conquered, conquering eye, 

Upon thy forehead gleaming, 
Two fiiirett love-locks lie. 

I sec them softly nesting, 
Of wondrous, golden sheen, 

Like little wheels corne resting 
From car of Mab the Queen ; 

Or bows of Cupid ready 

To let the arrows fly, 
BenC circlewise and steady 

For archer's mastery. 

One heart hâve I of passion* 
Yec two love-locks are thine ! 

O brow of fickle fashion ! 

Whose heart is caught with mine i 
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THE TEA-ROSE 

MosT beautiful of ail the roses 
Is this half-opcn bud, whose barc, 

Unpetalled heart a dream discloset 
Of carminé very faint and fair. 

I wonder, was it once a white rose, 
Till butterfly too ardent spoke 

A language soft, and in the light rose 
A shjrer, warmer tint àwoke ? 

Its délicate fabric hath the colour 
Of lovely and velutinous skin. 

Its perfect freshness maketh duUer 
Environing hues incarnadine. 

For as some rare patrician features 
Eclipse the brows of ruddier gleam, 

So masquerade as nistic créatures 
Gay sisters of thts rose suprême. 

But, dear one, if your hand caress it. 
And raise it for its sweet perfume, 

Ere yet your velvet cheek shall press it, 
'T will &de before a fairer bloom. 

_ 
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No rose in ail the world so tender, 
That gloweth in the springtime fleet^ 

But shall its every charm surrender 
Unto your seventeen years, ixiy swect. 

A face hath more than petal's ponrer : 
A pure heart's blood that blushing flowt 

O'er youth's nobility, is flower 
High sovereign over every rose. 
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CARMEN 

Slbndbr is Carmen, of lissome guise, 
Her bair is black as the midnight's heart i 

Dark ciicles are under her gypsy eyes, 
Her swarthjr skin is the deviPs art. 

The women will mock at her form and face ; 

But the men will follow her ail the dajr. 
Toledo's Archbishop (now save His Grâce I) 

Tones his mass at >her knees, th^ sajr. 

Nestled in warmth of her amber neck 
Lies a massive coil, till she fling it down 

To be a raiment to frame and deck 
H^ délicate body from foot to crown. 

Then out from her pallid face with power 
Her witching, terrible smiles compd. 

Her mouth is a m)rstical poison-flower 
That hath drawn its crimson from hearts in hell. 

llie haughtiest beauty must yield her famé, 
When this strange vision shall dusk her sky. 

For Carmen rules, and her glance's flame 
Shall set the torch to satiety. 

_ 
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Vfîld^ gracdets Cftnnen ! — Though jet tht8 be, 
Savour she hath of a world undreamt, 

Of a world of wonder, whose sait young sea 
Provoked a Vepus to rise and tempt. 
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WHAT THE SWALLOWS SAY 

AN AUTUMN SONO 

The dry, brown leaves hâve droppcd forloni. 

And lie amid the golden grass. 
The wind is fresh both eve and morn. 

But where are summer days, alas I 

The tardy flowers the autumn stayed 

For latter treasures now unfold, 
The dahlia dons tts gay cockade, 

Its flaming cap the marigold. 

Rain stirs the pool wtth pelt and shock. 

The swallows to the roof repair, 
Confabulating as they flock 

And feel the winter in the ah-. 

By hundreds gather they to vow 
Their littlc yeamings and intents. 

Saith one : ^' 'T is fair in Athens now, 
Upon the sun-wann battlements ! 
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-^I^W^" "" ■- ■■'■■ M ^— — ■■ I I II » — ^— — — ^i— 

^ Thither I go to Ukc my lup 
Upon the Paitbtnon kîgh «nd freo^ 

M7 corntce nett ît in tbc gap 
A cMQoïKrball tûdàfi ûm9 for me." 

And one : ^^ A ceiling moM mjr »acdt 

Within a Smyma cofferJioiiac^ 
Where Hadjis tcU thcir zvahm boauh 

Upon tlie thrc8hol4 liiminout. 

^ I go and come above the folk, 

While their cbibouques che ir clouds upiing. 
I skim along tbrough silver «noks^ 

Ând graie tbe turbana wkk mjr maf^** 

Another : ** There's a triglyph gray 
On one of Baalbec's teiaplca higb* 

T b there I go to hrood ail day 
Above my little family/* 

Anotbor caQeth, ^^ My adduaa 
Is tcttled: ' Ac the Knighta of Rhod»' 

In a dark coloonadt's reeeu 

I '11 make the iiuiggett of abodei/* 
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^ Old âge hath made me slow for flîght/' 
Decbres a fiftb ; ^ I '11 rest at even 

On Malca's terracet of white, 
Wheie blue sea melts to blue of heaveiu** 

A uxth : ^ In Cairo is my home, 

Up in a minaret's retreat : 
A twig or two, a bit of loam -^ 

M7 winter lodgings are complète/* 

A last : «« The Second Cataract 

Shall mark my place — the nest of brown 
A granité king doth hold intact 

Within the circle of his crown/* 

And ail together ting : ^ What miles 
To^morrow shall hâve stretched beneath 

Our fleeing swarm : — remembered isles, 
Snow peaks, vast waters, lands of heath I *' 

With caUs and cries and beat of wings, 

Grown eager now and venturesome, 

The swallows hold their twitterings, 

To see the blight of winter come. 
_ 
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Scène in a Smyrna Coffee-House 

A photogravure from a painring b) F. A. Bridgnun 



y^nd one : *<J ceiling meets my îieeds 
l^ltbin (j Smyrna coffee-house, 

IVhere ILuijis tell thàr iimber heads 
Vpon the thrésho/d lîminous.*' 
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WHAT THE SWALLOWS SAY 

And I — I understand them ail, 

Because the poet is a bird, — 
Oh ! but a sorry bird, and chrall 

To a great lack, pressed heavenward. 

It't Oh for wings ! to seek the star, 
To count the seas when day is done, 

To breast the air with swallows far, 
To verdant spring, to golden sun ! 
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CHRISTMAS 

Black is the sky and white the ground. 

O ring, ye bells, your carors grâce ! 
The Child is bom ! A love profound 

Beams o'er Him from His Mocher's face. 

No tilken woof of costly show 

Keeps ofF the bitter cold from Him. 

But spider-webs hâve drooped them low, 
To be His curtain soft and dim. 

Now trembles on the straw downspread 
The Little Child, the Star beneath. 

To warm Him in His holy bed, 
Upon Him ox and ass do breathe. 

Snow hangs tts fringes on the byre. 

The roof stands open to the tryst 
Of aureoled saints, that sweetly choir 

To shepherds, ^ Corne, behold the Christ I ' 
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THE DEAD CHILD'S PLAY- 
THINGS 

Marie cornes no more at call. 

She has wandered from her play. 
Ah, how pitifully small 

Was the coffin borne away ! 

See — about the nursery floor 

Ail her llttle héritage : 
Rubber bail and battledore, 

Tattered book and coloured page. 

Poor forsaken doU ! in vain 

Stretch your arms. She will not corne. 
Stopped forever is the train. 

And the music-box is dumb. 

Some one touched it soft, apan, 
Where the silence is her name. 

And what sinking of the heart 
At the plaintive note that came ! 
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Ah, the anguish ! when the tomb 
Robs the cradle ; when bereft 

We discovef in the gloom 
Child toyt that an angel left. 
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AFTER WRITING MY 
DRAMATIC REVIEW 

My columns are langed and ttcadf, 
Upbearing, though sad forespent^ 
The newtpaper pedimenc. 

And mjr review is ready. 

Now for a week, poetaster, 
My door is bolted. Away, 
Thou still-born masterpiece, — aye^ 

Till Monday I am my master. 

No melodrama shall whiten 

My labour wtth threadbare leavet. 
The warp that my fancy weaves 

With tilken flowers shall brighten. 

Brief moment my spirit's warder, 
Ye voices of soûl that float, 
l 'U hearken your sorrow's note, 

Nor verses evoke to order. 
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Then deep in my glass regaining 
The health of a day gone by, — 
Old visions for company — 

The bloom of my vintage draining, 

The wtne of my chought I *11 measuie^ 
Wine virgin of aUen glow, 
Grapes trodden by life, that flow 

From my heart at my heart's own pleasure I 
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THE CASTLE OF 
REMEMBRANCE 

Bbfoub my hearth with head low-bowed 
I dream, and strive to reach s^in, 

Acrots the misty past's gny cloud, 
Unto Remembrance's domain, 

Where tree and bouse and upland wajr 
Are blurred and blue like passing gbofCt, 

And the eye, ponder though it may, 
Conralts in vain the guiding-posts. 

Now gropii^ly to gain a sight 
Of ail the buried world, I prest 

Through mystic marge of shade and ligfac 
And limbo of foigetfulness. 

But white, diaphanous Memoiy ttands, 
Where many roadways meet and spread, 

Like Ariadne, in my hands 

Thrusting her little bail of thread. 
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Hènceforth che way is ail secure. 

The shiouded tun hath reappeared. 
And o*ar che treet with vision ture 

I see tfae castle tower upreared. 

Bentath che boughs where day ffowt dark 
Wicb shower on tbower of leavet down-poured 

The dear old pach chrough moss and bark 
Scill lengchena far ics narrow cord. 

Bue creeping-planc and bramble-«pray 
Hâve wroughc a neC Co daunC me now. 

The sCubborn branch I force away 
Swing» iiercely back co lath my brow. 

I corne upon che honte ac laïc. 

No window lie wich hunp or face, 
No breach of tmoke from gables vast, 

To couch wich life che mouldering place ! 

Bridges are cnimbling. Moacs are still, 

And slimed wich rank, green refuse-flowers. 

And Cortuous wave» of ivy fiU 

The crevices and choke che cowers. 
_ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE CASTLE OF REMEMBRANCE 

The portico in moonlight wanes. 

Time sculptures it to suit his whim. 
And with the wash of manjr rains 

My coloured coat of arma is dim. 

The door I open eagerly. 

The ancient hinges creak and hait. 
A breath of dampness wafts to me 

The musty odour of the vault. 

The hairy nettk sharp of sting, 

The coarse and broad-leafed burdock weed 
In court-yard nooks are prospering, 

By spreading hemlocks canopied. 

Upon two marble monsters near, 
Thac guard the mossy steps of stone, 

The shadow of a tree falls clear, 
That in my absence has upgrown. 

Sudden the lion sentinels raise 

Their paws, aggressive and malign. 

And challenge me with their white gaze ; 
But soft I breathe the countersign. 
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I pass. The old dog menaceth. 

But falls back hushed, the shadet amid. 

My résonant footstep wakeneth 

Crouched echoes in their corners hid. 

Through yellow panes of glass a ray 
Of dubîous lîght creeps down che hall 

Where ancient tapestries display 
Apollo's fortunes from the wall. 

Fairtree-bound Daphne still with grâce 
Stretches her tufted Angers green. 

But in the amorous god's embrace 
She fades, a formless phantom seen. 

I watch divine ApoUo stand, 

Herdsman to acarus-riddled sheep, 

The Muses Nine, a haggard band, 
Upon a faded Pindus weep ; 

While Solitude in scanty gown 
Traces ^^ Désertion " in the dust 

That through the air she sifteth down 
Upon a marble stand august. 
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And now, among forgotten chings, 

I find, like tleepers manifold. 
Pastels bedimmed, dark picturings, 

Young beauties, and the friends of old, 

My falcering fingers lift a crape, — 
And lo, my love with look and lure I 

With puffing skirts and prisoned shape i 
Cidalise à la Pompadour ! 

A tender, blossoming rose she feeb 
Against her ribboned bodice pressed, 

Whose lace half hides and half reveals 
A snowy, azure-veinèd breasc. 

Within her eyes gleam spaïkles lush. 
As on the rime->kissed, deadened leaves. 

Upon her cheek a purple flush — 

Death's own cosmetic hue ! — deceives. 

She startles as I corne before, 

And fixeth soft on me her eyes, 

Reproachftdly forevermore, 

Yet with a charm and witching wise. 
_ 
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Life bore me from thee at its will, 
Yet on my heart thy name is bdd, 

Thou dead delight, that lingereth still» 
Bedizened for tbe matquerade ! 

Envkmt of Art, fair Nature wrought 
To overpast Murillo's famé, — 

From Andalusia hère she brought 

The face that lights the second fnune. 

By some poetical caprice, 

Our atmosphère of mist and cloud, 
Wkh rare exotic charm's increase 

This other Petra Camara dowed. 

Warm orange tones are gilding yet 
Her lovely skin of roseate hue. 

Her eyelids foir hâve lashes jet 
That beams of sunshine filter through. 

There shimmers fine a pearly gleam 
Between her scarlet lips elate ; 

Her beauty flashes forth suprême — 
A bright south summer pomegranate. 
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Long to the tound of Spain's guitar, 
I toM her piabe 'nid song and glast. 

She came alone one evenstar. 
And ail my room Alhambra wtt. 

Farther I iec a robust Fair, 

With ttrong and gem-bdaden arma. 

In pearlt of price and velvet lare 
Aie tct her ivoiy bosom't charma. 

Her ennui it a weaiy queen's. 

An adulating court amid. 
Superb, aloof, her hand she leans 

Upon a casket's jewelled lid. 

Her sensuout lips their crimes confess. 
As crimson with the blood of hearts. 

With brutal, mad voluptuousness 
Her conquering eye a challenge darta. 

Hère dwells, in lieu of tender grâce, 

Vertiginous allure, whereof 
A cruel Venus ruled a race, 

Presiding o*er malignant love. 
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Unnatuial motber to her child, 

This Venus aU impentive ! 
O thou, my bitter joy and wild, — - 

Farewcll forever ! I foigive ! 

Within îts frame in shadow fine, 
The misty glass that still endures 

Reveals another face than mine, — 
The earliest of my portraitures. . 

A retrospective ghost, with face 

Of vanished type, steps from the vast 

Dim mirror of his biding-place 
In tenebrous, forgotten past. 

Gay in his doublet satin-rose, 
Coloured in bold and vivid vray, 

He seems as if about to pose 
For Deveria or Boulanger. 

Terror of glabrous commoner, 
His flowing locks in royal guise, 

Like mane of lion, or sinister 

King's hair, fidl heavy to his thighs. 

_ 
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Romanticist of bold conceit, 

Knight ofan art which strîvet anew, 

He hurled himselfat Diama's feet, 
When erst Hernani's truaipet blew. 

Night fiills. The corners are astir 
With many shapes and shadows tall. 

The Unknown — grim stage-carpenter — 
Secs up its darksome frights o'er alL 

A sudden burst of candies, weird 
With auréoles, like bmps of death I 

The room is populous, and bleared 
With folk brought hither by a breath I 

Down step the portraits from the wall, «-» 

A ruddy-litten company I 
Circling the fireplace in the hall, 

Where the wood blazes suddenly. 

The figures wrested from the tombs 
Hâve lost their rigid, frozen mien, 

The graduai glow of life illumet 
The Past with flush incamadine. 
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A colour lights the faces pale, 
As in the days of old delight. 

Friends whom my thought shall nerer fkil, 
I thank jre, that ye came to»night I 

Now eighteen-thirty shows to me 
Its great and valiant-hearted men. 

(Ah, like Otranto's pirates, we 

Who were an hundred, are but ten I) 

And one his reddish beard spreads oat, 

Like Barbarossa in hts cave. 
Anocher his mustachio stout 

Curls at the ends in fashion suave* 

Ulider the ample fold that cloaks 

An ever unrevealèd ill, 
Petnis a cigarette now smokes, 

Naming tt ^ papelito ** still. 

Another cometh, fain to tell 

His visions and his bopes suprême. 

Like Icarus on the sands he fell, 

Where lie ail broken shafts of dream. 
_ 
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And one a drama hath begot, 

Planned after some new model's freak, 

Which, merging ail thîngs in its ploc, 
Makes Calderon with Molière speak. 

Tom, late forsaken by his Dear, 

Love's Labour 's Lost must low recke ; 

And Fritz to Cidalise makes clear 
Faust's vision of Walpuxgis Night. 

But dawn cornes through the window free. 

Diaphanous the phantoms grow. 
The objects of reality 

Strike through their shapes that meige and go* 

The candies are consumed away. 

The ember-lights no longer gleam 
Upon the hearth. No thing shall stay. 

Farewell, O castle of my dream ! 

December gray shall turn once more 
The glass of Time, for ail we fret I 

The présent enters at my door. 
And vainly bids me to fofget. 
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CAMELLIA AND MEADOW- 
DAISY 

Wb praise the hot-house flowers that loom 
Far from their native sun and shade, 

The flaring forms that flaunt their bloom, 
Like jewels under glass displayed. 

With never breeze to kiss their heads, 
They hâve their birth and live and die 

On costly, artificial beds, 
Beneath an ever-ciystal sky. 

For whomsoever idly scans, 
Baring their treasures to entice, 

Like fair and sumptuous courtesans, 
Hiey stand for sale at golden price. 

Fine porcelain holds their gathered gioups. 
Or glove-dad Angers fondle them 

Between the dances, till each droops 
Upon a limp or broken stem. 
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But down amid the grass unreaped, 
Shunning the curious, in repose 

And silence ail the long day steeped, 
A little woodland daisy blows* 

A butterfly upon the wing 

To point the place, a casual look, 

And you surprise the sweet, shy thing, 
Within its calm, sequestered nook. 

Beneath the blue it openeth, 

Rising on slender, vernal rod, 
Spreading its soûl in fragrant breath 

For solitude and for its God. 

And proud camellias tall and white, 

Red tulips in a flaming mass. 
Are ail at once forgotten quite, 

For the small flower amid the grass. 
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THE FELLAH 

On siêing a Water^Cokur hy Prinass MatbiUi 

Caprice of brush fiuitastical. 

And of impérial idienets, 
Your fellah-sphinx présents us ail 

With an enigma worth the guèss. 

A rigid fiishioti) verily, 

This mask, this garment, seem to tts, 
Intrigning with its mystety 

The ball-room's every Œdipus. 

Isis bequeathed her veil of old 
To modem daughters of the Nile. 

But through this band austère, behold, 
Two stars of radiance beam ând stnile,— 

Two stars, two eyes, two poems that spring, 
The soft, voluptuous fires whereof 

Résolve the riddie, murmuring : 

^ Lo, I am Beauty ! Be thou Love ! '^ 
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THE GARRET 

From balcony tiles where casual cats 

Stt low in wait for birds unwise, 
I see the worn and riven slats 

Of a poor, humble garret rise. 

Now could I as an author lie, 

To give 70U conifort as you tbink, 

Its window I would &lsify, 
And frame with flowers refined and piak. 

And place within it Rigolette 

With her cheap looking-glass, sbmehow, 

Whote broken gla^ing mirrors yet 
A portion of her pretty brow i 

Or Margery, her dress undone, 
Her hair blown free, her tie foigo^ 

Watering in the pleasant sun 

Her pail-encompassed garden-plot ; 

Or poet-yoQth whom fanne awaitt, 
Who scans bis verse and eyes the hflls. 

Or in a rêverie contemplâtes 

Montmartre with its distant mills. 

"• — • ^. . , , , T.^jaaÉfcafc 
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Alas ! my garret is no feint. 

There climbeth no convolvulus. 
The window with its nibbled paint 

Leers filmy and unluminous. 

Alike for artist and grisette, 

Alike for widower and lad, 
A g^ret — save to music set «- 

Is never otherwise than sad. 

Of old, beneath an angle pent, 
That forced the forehead to a ktsS) 

Love, with a folding-couch content, 
To chat with Susan deemed it bliss* 

But we must wad our bliss about 
With cushioned walls and laces wide. 

And silks that flutter in and out, 
O'er beds by Monbro canopied. 

This evening, to Mount Breda fled 

Is Rigolette, to linger there. 
And Matgeiy, well clothed and fed. 

No longer tends her garden fair. 
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The poet, tîred of catching rimes 
Upon the wing^ bas turned to cull 

Reporteras bays, and left betimes 
A hcaven for an entresol. 

And in the window this is ail : 
An ancient goody chattering, 

And railing at a kitten small 
That toys forever with a string. 
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LiGHTLY in the azuré air 

Soars a cloud, emerging free 
Like a virgin from the hk 
Blue sea i 

Or an Aphrodite sweet^ 

Floating upright and empearled 
In the shell, about its feet 
Foam-curled. 

Undulating overbead, 

How its changing body glows i 
On its shoulder dawn hath spread 
A rose. 

Marble, snow, blend amorously 

In that ferai by sunlight kissed- 
Slumbering Antiope 
Of mist I 

Sailing unto distant goal, 

Over Alps and Apennines» 
Sister of the woman-soul, 
It shines ; 
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Till my heart Aies forth at last 

On the wings of passion warm, 
And I ycarn to gather fast 
Its form. 

Reason saith : ^ Mère vapour thing ! 
Bursting bubble ! Yet, we deem, 
Holds this wind-distoited ring 
Our dream/' 

Faith declaretb : ^ Beauty seen, 

Like a cloud, is but a thought. 
Or a breath, that, having been, 
Is naught. 

^ Hâve tby vision. Build it proud* 
hct tby souI be full thereof. 
Love a woman — love a cloud «^ 
But love!" 



167 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ENAMELS AND CAMEOS 

THE BLACKBIRD 

A BiRD from yonder branch at dawn 

Is trilling forth a joyful note, 
Or hoppîng o'er the frozen lawn. 

In yellow boots and ebon coat. 

It is the blackbird credulous. 

Little of calendar knows he, 
Wbose soûl, with sunbeams luminous, 

Sings April to the snows that be. 

Rain sweeps in torrents unrepressed. 

The Arve makes dull the Rhône with mire» 
The pleasant hall retains its guest 

In goodly cheer before the (ire. 

The mountains hâve their erniine on, 

Each one a mighty magistiate. 
And hold grave conférence upon 

A case of Winter lasting late. 

The bird dries well his wing, and long, 
Despite the rains, the mists that roll, 

Insists upon his little song, 

Believes in Spring with ail his soûl. 
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He softly chides the slumberous morn 

For dallying so long abed. 
And bids the shivering flower forlorn 

Be bold, and raise aloft its head ; 

Behind the dark secs day that smiles, 

Even as behind the Holy Rod, 
When bare the altar, dim the aisles, 

The child of faith beholds his God. 

He trusts to Naturels purpose high. 
Sure of her laws for hère and now. 

Who hughs at thy philosophy, 

Dear blackbird, is less wise than thou ! 
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THE FLOWER THAT MAKES 
THE SPRINGTIME 

The chettnuc trecs are soon to flower 
Ac fair Saint Jéan^ the villa dipped 

In Sun, before whose viny tower 

Strctch purple mountains silver-tipptd, 

The Itttle leaves that yesterday 
Pretsed in their bodices were seen 

Hâve put their sober garb away, 

And touched the tender twigs with green» 

But vainly do the sunbeams fill 
The branches with a flood of Gght. 

The shy bud hesitateth stiU 

To show the secret thyrse of white. 

And yet the rosy peach-tree blooms, 
Like some faint blush of first désire. 

The apple waves a wealth of plumes. 
And laughs in ail its fresh attire. 
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To bask amid the buttercups 

The timid speedwell voitures out. 

Nature calls every earthling up. 
And réassures each tiny sprout. 

Yet I must off to other sphère ! 

Thcn please your poct, chestnuts tall, 
Yea, spiead ye forth without a fear 

Your firework bloom fantastical ! 

I know your summer splendour's pride. 

l 've seen you standing sumptuous 
In autumn's tunics purple-dyed, 

With golden circlets luminous. 

In winter whîte and crystal-crossed 
Your délicate boughs I saw again, — 

Like lovdy traceries the frost 

Limns lightly on the window-pane. 

Your eveiy garaient I hâve known, 
Ye chestnuts grand that loom abft,— 

Save one to me you 've never shown, 
Of young green fabric first and soft 
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Ah, well, good-bye, for I must go ! 

Keep, then, your flowen, wbere'er thejr be. 
Tbere is another flower I know, 

That makcs tbe springtime fair for me. 

Let May witb ail her bloomt arite, 
Let May witb ail ber blooms départ ! 

Tbat flower aufficetb for mine cyes^ 
And batb pure boney in iu beart. 

Let be tbe leaaon wbere it waitt, 

And blue or dull be beaven's dôme— » 

It «niles and cbarms and captivâtes, — 
Tbe precious violet of my borne ! 
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A LAST WISH 

How long my soûl has loved tbee, love ! 

It h fiiU many a year agone. 
Thy spring — what chann of flowers thereof, 

My winter — what wild snoWs thereon I 

White lilacs from the land of graves 
Blow near my temples. Soon enow 

Thou 'k mark the pallid mass that waves 
Enshadowing my withered brow. 

My westering sun must speedy drop. 

And disappear behind the road. 
Akeady on the dim hill-top, 

There gleams and waits my last abode* 

Tben from thy rosy lips let fidi 

Upon my lips a tardy kiss, 
That in my tomb, when cornes the call, 

My heart may rest, remembering this. 
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TENDER, beauteous dove, 
Calling tuch plaintive things ! 

Wilt serve unto my love, 

And be my love's own wings ? 

O, but we *re like, poor hcart ! 

Thy dear onc, too, is far, 
Remembering, apart, 

Each weeps beneath the star. 

Let not thy rosy feet 

Stay once on any tower, — - 

1 am so fain, my sweet, — 

So weary turns the hour I 

Forswear the palm's repose 
That spreadeth over ail. 

And gables where the snows 
Of other ptnions Fall. 

Now fail me not, nor fear ! 

He dwelleth near the king. 
Give him this letter, dear. 

Thèse kisses on thy wing. 
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Then seek again my breast, 
This flaming, throbbîng goal, 

Then corne, my dove, and rcst — 
But bring me back his soûl ! 
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A PLEASANT EVENING 

What flurrying of rains and snows ! 
Now eveiy coachman, blue of nose. 

In fur and ire 
Sits petrified. Oh, it were right 
To spend tbis wild December night 

Before one't fire ! 

Tlie cosy chimney-corner chair 
Assumes its most persuasive air. 

I seem to see 
Its arms held out, its voice to beat, 
Beseeching like a mistress dear : 

** Ah, stoy with me ! *' 

A gauze reveals the orbèd hmp, 
Like a fair breast beneath a guimpe, 

And drowsily 
Tlie shimmer of its light ascends, 
Flushing with gold and crimson blends 

The ceiling high. 
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The silence frames no sound of things, 
Save for the pendulum that swings 

Its golden disk. 
And many winds that roam and weep, 
Or stealthy to the hall-way sweep, 

To dance and frisk. 

It 's ball-night at the Embassy. 

My coat's limp sleeves are signalling me 

To dress anon. 
My waistcoat yawns. My shirt obtuse 
Seems raising high its wristbands loose, 

To bc put on. 

A narrow boot's abundant glaze 
Reflects the ruddy firelight's blaze. 

Hâve I forgot ? 
A glove's flat Angers span the shelf. 
A thin cravat protrudes itself, 

And begs a knot. 

Then must I forth ? But what a bore — 
To seek the over-crowded door ! 
To fall in line 
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Of coaches bearing coats of anms 
And haughtj beautîcs wttk their chiran» 
Superb and fine ! 

To stand against a portai wide 
And sec tbe surging mass insidt 

Bear form on form : 
Old faces, faces fresh and young^ 
Black coots low bodices among, -^ 

A motley swarm ! 

And pufiy backs that hide thetr red 
With laces fine of costly thread 

Aerial, 
Dandîes, diplomatists, that press, 
With features duU, cxpressionlesS) 

At fashion's call. 

What ! Brave, to win a glance of hefs, 
The rows of lynx-eyed doiragers ! 

Try undeterred 
To speak the dear name of my dcar. 
And whisper softly in her ear 

Love's little word ! 
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Nay, but ru noc ( Her eye shaU heed 
A ktter in the flowen 1 11 tpeed. 

No ball-room now ! 
Let Parma violets make good 
Whatorer be ber passing mood. 

Thejr bold my vow. 

Eosconced wMi Heine or witk Taine, 
Or, if I tike, tbe Goncourtt twain, 

The time will go. 
I *11 dream, iintil the hour shall stir 
Reality, and wait for her. 

She^n corne, I know. 
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ART 

More fair the work, more strong, 
Sumped in résistance long,— - 
Enamel, marble, song. 

Poet, no shackles bear, 
Yet bid tby Muse to wear 
The buskin bound with care. 

A fashion loose forsake, — » 
A shoe of sloven make, 
That any foot may take. 

Sculptor, the clay withstand, 
That yieldeth to the hand, 
Though listless heart commaixL 

Contend till thou bave wrought, 
Till the hard stone bave caugfat 
The beauty of thy thought. 

With Paros match thy might. 
And with Carrara bright, 
That guard the line of lighc 
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Borrow from Syracuse 
The bronze's stubborn use, 
Wherein thy fonn to choose. 

And wîth a délicate grâce 
In the veined onyx trace 
ApoUo's perfect £ice. 

Painter, put tbou aside 

Tlie transient. Be thy pride 

The ccdour fumace-tried. 

Limn thon, fiuitastic, fre^ 
Blue sirtns of the sea. 
And beasts of heraldiy. 

Before a nimbus gold 

Transcendently uphold 

The ChiM, the Cross foretold. 

Things perish. Gods bave passed. 
But song sublimely cast 
Shall citadels outlast. 
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And the forgotten seal 
Tuned by tbe pbwnuui's steel 
An empeior may reipeal. 

For Art alone is.great : 
The bust survives the state, 
llie crown the potentate. 

Carve, burnish, build thy thème, «-» 
But fix thy wavering dream 
In the stem rock suprême. 
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THE MIDDLE AGES 

Whbnbver I follow taj fancy away, 

I love near the old Gothic casdes to stnj, 

Where tower the roofs azure-slated and h^h 

And crowned with low thrabs, gieen againtt the pak 

dey. 
I love the dear gablet, the wallt turreted, 
The window-panes croned with their networks of 

lead,— 
Tlie legended olden-time valiant and nint 
Under ogival arch wrought with fantasjr quaint. 
Tînt chapel with pinnacle piercing the air, 
Whose bell rings the summons to worship and prayer. 
I love the mossed stone where the rain-water files, 
The courts where the grasses peep up mid the tiles, 
The keep to whose summit the weather-vane cling^, 
Grazed oft hy the statdy ciconia's white wings, 
The trembling drawbridges of gâtes blazoned bold 
With fiibubus monsters and griffins of gold, 
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The iUinrays colossal, the halls dim and vatt, 

Tht corridors endless that gather the past, 

Wbere Saint as faim voices wâtids «rhfsper aad wmf^ 

Where I wander at will, sunk in rêveries deep. 

And throughhours of eachantmeat and mjrstciy move, — 

In the briglit Middle Ages of knighthood and love I 
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THE CAPTIVE BIRD 

Long tiiae a prisoDcr, thou Ikcle bird. 

Thèse miny days naught hast thou seen or facard, 

Save mcacbaostible, eternal rein, — 

Gray threads against a grayer sky's domain, -— > 

And doud-bathed roofs. Amid the roar and chase 

Of Winter dragging Stonn about through space, 

I know, dear heart, thou darest not to sing. 

But let the bright sun of the lovely spring 

Touch with hs glance the blue-enamelled dôme, 

Over the sOver seas bring swallows home, 

Cast o'er the woods its tnîling garments long. 

And, little bird, thou shalt regain thy song. 

But if, to memory bound, thou still regret. 

Seing unable ever to forget 

The hill, the thiclcet, and the high elm-top, 

The country golden with its golden crop, 

The brimming river-sweep that wideneth, 

Rippled by passing zéphyrs sweet of breath, 

I shall delight in ail thy joys elate. 

For linked we are together in one fate. 

_ 
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M7 tout, like thine, is caged wich sufièring^, 

Agsdnst the mortal ban ic beats its wingt. 

And fain would pierce the hea?en's azuré spell, j 

Itself an angel, track Ithuriel, 

Inebriate with love and light and force, I 

And so ascend unto the Primai Source. 

But ah, what hand shall break the barriert duii| 

Or open up the pathway to the sun ! 
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ON A THOUGHT OF WORDS- 
WORTH'S 

I Wm read no Une of Wordswoith whom the tteren 
Of Byron hath assailed with bitterest gall, 
Save this I came upon, a fragment small 

In a romance paeudonymously gtven^ 

From Apuleitis filched, ^ Louisa/' — leaven 
Of thought impure and pictuies passional. 
How well the flash of beauty I recall, 

The ^ Spins wbêSi iiUntfingir points iê hiovtn f ^ 

A white dove's feather down the darknett ttrayed, 
A lovely flower abloom in some foui nook. 
And now when riming haltt and fimcy tiret. 
And Prof pero is of Ariel unobeyed, 
I over ail the margin of my book 
Trace group on group of heavenward-pointing 
sfuret. 
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CARYATIDES 

I LOOKBD on M ichael Angdo's wiought folk, 

Sisttne's great frescoet, the Last Judgmem stWy^- 

Speechlcts, the while the wonder In me woke. 
And as I boked my tpirit bowed with awe. 

A mass of shapes of everjr attitude, 
Lion-Iike faces, necks of oxen strength, 

Flesh finn as marble, muscles taut and rude, 
With force to bieak a cable's iron length ! 

No stony arch upon their forma was set; 

But ail their sinews to some task were steeled. 
Meseemed their tensioned arms were dripping sveat. 

What, then, the invisible load their power revealed i 

They bore a weight to weary Hercules, 

The weight, O master, of thy mighty thought I 

And never noble Caryatides 

Their shoulders to more massive burden brought ! 
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THE CHIMERA 

A Yomio cbiraen at mj goUec's brim 
Gare sweetest kiss amid the orgjr's spell. 

Emerald ber ejres, and to her baunclies slmi 
The goUen torrent of ber tiesses felL 

Ber sboulders fluttering pinions did bedeek. 

I spnmg «pon ber back, fer travel finn, 
And toward me bending firm ber lovetjr neck, 

I plunged my tigbtening iùigera in ber 



She struggled madly ; but I dung, austère, 
Witb iron knees I cnisbed ber flanks to me. 

Tben softiy came ber voice, and sSver-clear : 
M Whitber, tben, master, sfaaU I cany tbee?* 

Têfarthest eige rf ail etemal things, 
Biywid thi sun, htyoni the bounds ofspaa. 

But Wiory ère the end shall he thy wings, — 
F$r I wntld see my visi$n/ace te /ace ! 

_ 
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THE ENCOUNTER 

Ybstbr morning it was I beheld as I dreamed 
On the arch of a bridge an encounter of hont. 

Cuiraned and caparisoned, truly it seemed 
The chaiging of splendid and passionate force. 

Flerce dragons crouched low on the helmets of light. 
And haggard-eyed, brazen Médusas peered out 

From the bucklers. The imbricate brassarts were 
bright 
With knotted wild serpents which girt them abouC 

Oft from the gigantical arches tall brim 

A knight, losing balance, a mad frighted steed, 

Reeled down to the depth of the water whose grim, 
Cruel jaws waited wide in their crocodile greed. 

It was 70U, O my thoughts, my desires ! battling well — 
Hard-pressing, down-beating, the bridgeway to keep. 

And your mutilate bodies that hurtled and fell, 
Engulfed in the wave, are forever asieep. 
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VERSAILLES 

To be a city's ghost, Versailles, thy fatc ! 

Lîke Venus in her Adriatic, how 

Thy paralytic form doth trembling bow 
Under a carven mantle's sumptuous weight ! 
Ah, what impoverishment, what fallen state, — 

Olden, yet not antique ! No vine hast thou, 

About thy portico upspringing now 
To veil thy nudeness wan and unelate. 

And like a sorrowful, Forsaken one, 
Thou waitest for thy royal paramour, 

Dreaming his bright return the livelong hours. 
Beneath his tomb the Rival of the Sun 

Now slumbers. Mute thy garden streams endure, 
And but a statue people fiUs thy bowers. 
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BARCAROLLE 

Tell me, beautiful maiden, 
Whither wouldst thou away, 

Tô what shore blossom-laden, 
Through the wind and the spray ? 

Oars of ivory are gleaming, 
Silken banners are streaming, 

Golden-bright is the prow. 
l 've a page fair and minion, 
For a sail a saint's pinîon, 

And for ballast a bough. 

Tell me, beautiful maiden, 

Whither wouldst thou away, 
To what shore blossom-laden, 

Through the wind and the spray t 

Tell me, what is thy pleasure, 
A wide océan to measure ? 

A far island to claim ? 
Wreaths of snow-flowers to ftshion. 
Or to linger with passion 

Near the flower ofthe flame? 
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TeU me, beautifiil maiden, 
Whither wouldst thou away, 

To what shore blossom-laden, 
Through the wind and the spray I 

^ To the land ever vernal, 
Where love liveth cternal. 

Ah, take me ! '* she sighs. 
' Swiet, tbit land of tby seeing 
Hatb ne place and ne bfing, 
UndiT anj kvi s kits ! 
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THE PORTAL 

O ARTisT, man, whoever thou mayst be, 
Marvel not through so sad a gâte to see 
This new-born volume fatally unfold ! 

Alas ! ail monument built high, complète, 
Before ît mise îts head must plunge its feet : 
The skyward tower hath felt the secret mould. 

Below, the night-bird and the tomb. Abovei 
Rose of the sun and whiteness of the dove, 
Carok and bells on every arch of gold. 

Above, the minarets, the window's charm, 
Where birdlings fret their wings in sunbeams warm — 
The carved escutcheons borne by angels tall, 

Acanthus leaves and lotus flowers of stone, 
Like lilies in Elysian gardens blown. 
Below, rude shaft and vault elliptical, 

Knights rigid on their biers the deathlong days, 
With folded hands and helpless upward gaze, 
And oozii^ drips from cavern roofs that fiill. 
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My book is builded thut, with narrow Une 
Of straitum stone, embotsed with many a sign. 
And caiven words the cnseping mottet filL 

God giant that, paning o'er this humble place, 
The pilgrim feot shall nerer quite efiàce 
lu poor inacripdon and its work's unskilL 

My gfaosdy de^d f That ye might walk the thades, 
With patience hâve I wrought your colonnades. 
And in ony Campo-^anto couchcd you tttlL 

There watchcth at your side an angel tnie, 
To make a curtain of his wing for you, 
PiUow of marble, cloth of leaden fold. 

Yea, R^hteousnett and Peace hâve kissed in stone, 
Mercy and Tnith are met together, one 
In flowing raiment, hir and aureoled. 

A tculptured greyhound lieth at your heeb. 
A beauteous child etemally appeals 

FiXND out the shadow of the tomb enscroUed. 

— 
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Upon the pillan arabesques arise 
Of blooming vînes that flutter circlewîse. 
As o'er espalier twines the dappkd green. 

And the dark tomb appears a gbdsome thmg, 
With ail this bright, perpétuai flowering, 
And looks on sorrow with a smile serene. 

Death plays coquette. Only her forehead bir 
Hath pallor still beneath her ebon hair. 
She seeks to charm, and hath a rojral mien. 

A burst of colour fires the blazons clear i 
The alabaster melts to whitest tear ; 

Less hard uplooms the bronze-buik sépulture. 

The consorts lie upon their beds of state ; 
Their pillows seem to soften with their weight, 
Their love to flower within the marble pure ; 

Till with her garlands, traceries, and festoons, 
Trefoils, pendentives, piUars wrought with runes. 
Fantasia at her will may laugh and lure. 
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The tomb becomes a thing of bright parade, 
A throne, a holy altar, an estrade. 
For it is wish fulfilled of sight at last. 

But if, by some capricious thought impelled, 
Your hand should peradventure wonder-spelled 
Upraise a cover rich with carven cast, 

Under the heavy vault and architrave, 
You still would find within the mouldering grave, 
The stiff and white cadaver sheeted fast, 

With never glitnmer of a ray without, 
Nor inner lîght to flood the hier about. 
As in the pictures of the Holy Tomb. 

Between her thin arms, like a tender spouse 
Death binds her chosen to her, nor shali rouse 
Them ever, nor let go her grasp of doom. 

Scarce at the Judgment Hour their heads shall stir, 
When at the trumpet blast the stars shall err, 
And a strange wind blow out the torch's plume. 
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An angel shall dîscern them in his quest, 
Upon the ruins of the world àt rest. 

For they shall sleep and sleep, the cycles loiig. 

And if the Christ Himself should raiise His hand, 
As unto Lazanis, to bid them stand, 

The grave would loosen not its fetter strong. 

tr A tomb enwrought with sculpture is noy verse, 
That hides a body under leaf and thyrse. 

And breaks its weeping heart to seem a song. 

My poems are graves of mine illusions dead, 
Where many a wild and luckless form I bed 
When a ship founders in the tempest's peal ! — 

Abortive dream, ambition's eagerness, 
AU secret ardours, passions issueless, — 
AU bitter, intimate things that life can feel. 

Each day the sea devours a goodly ship. 
Close to the shore there hides a reef to rip 
Her copper-sheathèd flanks and iron keel. 
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How many hâve I launcbed, wich what fair names ! 
With silken streamers coloured like the fiâmes, — 
Never to cleave the harbour sun's reflex ! 

Ah, what dear passengers, what faces sweet, — 
Desires with heaving breasts, hopes, visions fieet, — 
O my hearfs children swamiing to the decks ! 

The sea hath shrouded them with ghucous taint : 
The red of rose, the alabaster faint, 

The star, the fiower, lie fioating in the wrecks. 

Fearful and masterful, the hurtling tide 
Dashes from driftîng spar to dolphin side 

My stark and drownèd dreams that sink and part. 

For thèse inglorious travellers distant-bound. 
Pale seekers of Âmericas unfound, 

Curve into hollow caverns, O mine Art ! 

Then rise in towers and cupolas of fire, 
Press upward in a bold cathedrai spire. 

And fix your peak in heaven's open heart ! 

20I 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SELECTED POEMS 

Ye little birds of love and fantasy. 
Sonnets, white doves of heaven's poetiy, 
Light softly on my gables aigentine. 

And swallows, April messengers that pass, 
Beat not your tender wings against the glass, — 
My marbles hâve their rifts where you may win. 

My virgin saint shall bide you in her robe. 
For you the emperor shall let fall his globe, 
The lotus heart spread wide to nest you in. 

li've reared mine azuré arch, mine oigan grand, 
l 've carved my pillars, placed with loving hand 
In each recess a saint of martydom ; 

I Ve begged a chalice of Elygius, — spice 
And fiankincense for holy sacrifice 

Of Kaspar, and hâve diawn the sweet therefrom. 

llie people kneel at prayer. The radiant priest 
In orphreyed chasuble prépares the Feast. 

The chuich is builded. Lord ! Then wilt Thou come ? 
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S£T in défiance by a mountaîn crest, 
There riscs far across the country's breast 

The great Escorial towered and tenebrout, 
Upon îts shoulder bearing in the gloam, 
Like a huge éléphant, a massive dôme, 

The granité whim of Spain's Tiberius. 

Never did Pharaoh where the sad clifis loom 
Make for his mummy any darker tomb ; 

Never had Sphinx more dulness in the vast, 
Long désert where no thing of life resorts. 
The mould o'ercovers the forsaken courts. 

Priests, friars, and flatterers hâve wrought and passed. 

And ail were dead, if from the hands of kings 
Ensculptured, and from nooks and panellings 

There fluttered not a swarm of swallows free, 
Playfully winging in a wild carouse, 
To flick and tease and waken from its drowsc 

The giant form that dreams eternity. 
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A KING'S SOLITUDE 

EivcLOisTntED I Bvc in a tenèbrous place 

At the depth of fiiy seul, with no love and no frîend, 
Alone like a god, with no equal to face, 

Save mhre ancestors sleeping their sleep without end. 
For grandeur is soKtodfe ! AD the long day 

A changeless, an indolent rdol I ftand ; 
Superhuman imi ccAd in mj castle I stay, 

The purple upon me, the world in my hand. 

Crown of thorns like to Christ's they hâve set on my 
hair. 

Under weight of my terrible splendour I bow. 
And the sharp, golden rays of the nimbus I wear ; 

Bright drops of blood-royal I bear on my brow. 
Heraldical vultures corne tearing my side. 

Prometheus chained to his mountain and cast 
To the tempest of heaven, the wrath of the tide, 

Was onty a king to his gloiy made iàst. 

Throned high on my mysdc Olympus, I note 
But the voices of flatterers iocking in Une,-* 

Sole cadences coimted as woithy to float 
Unto summit so lofty, so disunt, as mine. 
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A KING'S SOLITUDE 

^ Il II - I . ■ '■ w I - I ■ j i ■■ ■■ I I II I < - mÊmmm^a^Ê^ 

If wild with oppression my people upswarm, 
And nittle their irons and moan in their fear, — 

^Sleq>, Sire,'' thej tell me, ^ it is but the storm. 
The thunder $htll «lackcn, the sky shall be clear." 

I Ve power for ail things, and pleasure fer fione. 

Ah, would I might know one deep wish în mj heart, 
Feel life in îfes waraith flood ny bocom of stone, 

Share one tnie delight, in one feast hâve a parc) 
But bindy the sur in its circle nust go. 

High peaks are the coldest, and never a spring. 
And never a sumner can soften the snosr 

On heigfat of Sierra, in heart of a kkig! 
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THE LAUREL IN THE GENE- 
RALIFE GARDEN 

In the Generalife a lovely laurel, 

Gay as victoiy and glad as love, 
Bathes its boughs in fountain mists auroial, 
Hides a pearl within each bloom of coral. 

And the green earth smiles to heaven above. 

Like a blushing girl elate and slender. 

Tint of flesh it taketh with the spring; 
Like an odalisk in her nude splendour, 
Waiting by the water, flushed and tender, 
Ready for her fair apparelHng. 

Beauteous laurel ! Many a mystic hour 

Hâve I rested me beside its form, 
Sealed my lips upon its precious flower — 
Sweet red mouth ! — and, thrilling to its power, 

Felt it give me back my kisses warm. 
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FAREWELL TO POETRY 

CoM£, hUen angel, fold thy wings of rose, 

DoiF thy white garment and thy golden lay ! 

Piercing the ambient cther of thy way, 
A star, thou couldst but hurtling fall to prose. 
Upon the ground thy dove-Iike feet unclose — 

Walk — for thy soaring-time is not to-day. 

Within thy bosom bid thy treasure stay. 
And let thy lyre a moment now repose. 

O thou poor child of heaven, thy song was vain ! 
Earth's ears were deaf to thy most subtle chord, 
Nor could it guess the language of thy spell. 
But ère thou leave me, O fair angel mine. 
Go seek me out my pale sweet love adored. 
And on her lips imprint a long farewell ! 
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THE TULIP 

I AM the tulip, Holland's choicest flower. 
The thrifty Fleming — such my loveliness — 
Pays for my perfect bulb a price no less 

Than diamond. Lordly lineage is my dower. 

Like to a proud Yolande in her young hour 
Of pomp and kirtle bright, upon my dress 
Of dewy crimson crossed with silver fess, 

I bear the painted blazon of my power. 

The gardener divine with fingn^ deft 
Spun golden beams of iridescent noon. 
And liquid depths of purple fiishioned up, 
To make for me a robe of royal weft. 

Peerless I stand — yet grieve that Nature boon 
Poured never perfume in my shining cup ! 
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TOUCH NOT THE MARBLE 

Yea, one may love a statue, so it be 

Sotne subtle dream of Phidias. Tall and still, 
Frotn her bright self to man there may distil 

An intimacy — for he cornes, and she, 

The goddess waits his coming secretly. 
And he forgettéth that her form is chill, 
That her white glances fascinate and kill, 

Round fast before her fair divinity. 

She seems to smile, and he, grown bolder, cries : 
" Immortal one, a woman, then, art thou ? " 
A fiery touch is on the marble wan ; 
Straightway it trembles ; thunder shakes the skies, — 
Well knoweth ail-indulgent Venus how 
A god's désire may flame the heart of man ! 
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JLBERTUS 

or THE SOUL AND S IN 

A Theological Legend 
POEM 

Yon shall see anon j *t is a knavish pièce of work. 

I 

By the side of a deep canal whose greenisli, silent 
tide with water-lilies and boats is covered, rises, with 
pointed gables, granaries vast, slate-roofed towers on 
which storks their nests do build, and noisy pot-houses 
with topers filled, an old Flemish town such as Teniers 
loves to paint. Surely the place you know ? — Look, 
there stands the willow, its dull green leaves on its 
shoulders spreading, as spreads the hair of a girl as 
she bathes; there the church and its steeple too; the 
pond, where bravely duck armadas do disport. In 
tnith, ail the picture lacks is a frame and nail where- 
from to hang it on the wall. 
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II 

Comfort and far niente ! A world of poetic calm 
and satisfaction that wellnigh might the hncy excite 
thither to go and Flemish turn^ to own a well- 
coloured pipe, and a stoup with painted flowers adorned, 
a tankard huge enough four pints to hold, such as 
Brawer's topers grasp. And at night, close by the 
stove with hissing, crackling logs, amid a cloud of to- 
bacco smoke, hands on stomach folded, vague thoughts 
idly to pursue, to doze or digest, to sing some old 
refrain, to drink a health, within one of those warm 
interiors which Ostade knows so well how to light up 
with soft luminousness. 

III 

So that even you, poet and painter, would corne 
to foiget that fairy bnd of which Goethe's Mignon, 
of cold abhorrent, remembering, oft to her Wilhelm 
speaks, — the land of sunshine where the citron ripens, 
where the jessamine ever freshiy blows ; to make you 
forget Naples for Amsterdam's sake, Claude Lorrain 
for Berghem; to make you willing to exchange, for 
thèse mossy-green walls between which Rembrandt, 
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wkhtfi the dun darkness, bring8 gleaming forth Faust 
in dress of oMen days, tbe fair marUc palaces wtth 
their white colonnades, the dark-hued women, the 
langourous sérénades, and ail the azuré Venetian air ! 

IV 

Of yore within this town, so tradition tells, there 
dwelt a woman wicked, Veronica by name. Feared 
she was by one and ail, and it was whispered low that 
round her home had murmurs strange been heard arise, 
and that angels of evil there in darksome night their 
pleasure took. — The sounds were nameless sounds, 
till then unheard by human ears, like unto the voice 
of dead within the tomb, by magie spell from sleep 
awaked ; faint plaints from undei^ground arising ; distant 
rumours, songs, cries, tears, the clank of chains, and 
terrifying howls. 



One stormy day, indeed, had dame Gertnide with 
her own eyes seen émerge from out a cloud a black 
fiend on lightning-bolt astride, who shot across the 
blood-red sky, and within the chimney, whence sudden 
rose vapours bluish, dash down head first with hideous 
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yell. The barn of Justus van Eyck, the farmer, broke 
into fiâmes, that none might quench, and in its fall, 
an avalanche of fire, crushed to death four of the 
workers. And people worthy of belief do déclare that 
Veronica stood there, laughing sardonic laughter and 
muttering sarcastic words. 

VI 

The wife of Cornélius, the brewer, before her time 
did bring into the world a child ail covered o'er with 
loathsome hair, and of ugliness such that gladly would 
the fiither hâve seen it dead. 'T was said that on the 
woman brought to bed, and since that day sick con- 
tinuously and in her bed lying, Veronica, by some 
foui, mysterious means, had cast an evil spell. — And 
truth to tell, her grim and treacherous mien more than 
justified thèse reports. Her eyes were green, her 
mouth a cave, black her teeth, wrinkled her brow, her 
fingers knotty, bowed her back, her foot misshapen 
and her l^s yet worse, harsh her voice, and her soûl 
more répulsive even than her frame. The Devil 
himself more hideous could not be. 
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VII 

This ancient witch did a but inhabit tbat croucbed 
at tbe foot of a barren mound, exposed, in summer^s 
beat as in winter's coM, to tbe four winds of beaven. 
Tbe long-prickled tbistle, tbe nettle and ivy spread 
around in mass irregular ; upon it tbe grass luxuriant 
its swayii^ plumes did bang, wbile tbrougb cracks 
in roof and rifts in ceiling tbe ndn, by obstacles un- 
bindered, witb its great drops tbe mouldy, rotten floors 
did flood. Witbin tbe window frame scarce one pane 
out of tbree might one note tbat unbroke was, and 
never could tbe door £ist be closed. 

VIII 

Slimy slugs silver-traced tbe walls, tbe stones of 
wbicb were cracked ; tbe plaster kept breaking away. 
Lizards green and gray witbin tbe boles did lodge, and 
wben nigbt fell a bigb, piercing note was beard, tbat 
of tbe leaping frog, wbile tbe dun-eyed toads did 
boarsely groan. — Tbus it was tbat, on winter nigbts, 
once tbe dark bad ^en, and eqiecially wben a fleecy 
doud sbrouded tbe bom of tbe crescent moon in mass 
of vapour, no one — not even Eisenbach tbe preacber 
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himself — dared to pass in front of the sinister den 
without shudder and pallor of fear. 

IX 

The interîor woithy was of the exterior alluring : h 
was a pandemonium, whereîn on one and the same 
rovr were jumbled together innumerable fiintastic 
articles. There were iean bats with wings diaphanous, 
clinging to the walls with their four slight claws; 
broken-necked bottles, cracked earthen dishes, croco- 
diles, serpents stuffed, rare plants, alembics, twisted 
into shapes of the strangest, old manuscripts open lying 
upon limping chairs, ill-preserved fœti oiFending the 
nose from a mile away ; their yellow, blue faces 
plastered against the glass of the jar. 



It was a downright witches' sabbath of colours and 
forms, amid which the paunchy jar, with its huge 
sides, loomed like a river-horse, and the long-necked 
vial seemed to be an Egyptian ibis perched upon the 
edge of the sarcophagus of some Pharaoh or long-dead 
Magi king. It was a vision like unto a madman's 
dreams, or wrought in brain by opium, in which re- 
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cdveri, matrasses, syphoni, and pumpt, bng«<lrawn 
likc a phallus or twiaced likc tnimpa, aMuincd the 
appearaocc of éléphant and ihinoceios ; in which the 
moosteri traced around the zodiac, bearifig on their 
brows their name în Syrian, togcther boletot daneed. 

XI 

A dusty heaping up of apparatus strange, of which 
the eye the baffling contours could trace, and of old 
volunes, with not one titk in the Chiiitian tonnes. 
A œedley, a chaos in which everytfaing grianaced^ was 
deformed, twisted, changed its shape ; a mirror reversed, 
in which nought could be known, for ail was trans* 
posed — red turned dun, white black became, and 
black to blue did tum. NeTer under an alcore did 
Smarra more hideous phantoms crowd: it was the 
realbing of fantastic taies, the living cmbodioient of 
visions queer, Hoflfniann at once and Rabelais* 

XII 

To make the picture complète, from the edge of 
shelves there grinned whitened skulls, with polished 
Clowns, long teeth^ triaa^ilar noses, and cmpljF sockets 
which seemed to glare with buogry look. A skekson 
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upright, its arma hanging limp, cast, as willed the 
light that streamed through tbe network of its ribs — 
scarce deserted by the inhabîtants of the grave — its 
shadow in straight Unes upon the walL Had Satanés 
self entered there, heretic though he be, such ice-cold 
terror upon him would bave fallen that, like a good 
Catholic, he'd bave crossed himself. 

XIII 

Yet to an artist a hell like this is a paradise, 'Twas 
tbence Teniers his ^Âlchemist" drew, and CaUot 
mzny a motive for his ^ Temptation/' T was tbence 
Goethe got ail that scène in which Mephistopbdes 
leads Faust, eager his youth to renew, to the witch's 
den the potion to swallow. The illustrious baronet. 
Sir Walter Scott himself (Jedediah Cleishbotham), found 
in it more than one thème. The character he re- 
peats constantly, Meg, in ^^Guy Mannering," is as 
like as two peas to our Veronica. Ail he did was to 
take her and to conceal her dress. 

XIV 

•The chequered tartan plaid and the bonnet hide the 
skirt and the coif. Scotland bas taken die place of 
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Flandeis — tbat îs ail. Then he bas stolen from me, 
die infiunous plagiarist, this description (compare ^The 
Antiquary *'), the black cat — Marias on tbe ruins stand- 
ing ! — and many anotber touch. And I would almost 
swear tbat be wbo to the sublime tbe grotesque did 
wed, wbo created Bug, Han, Cromwell, Notre-Dame, 
Hernani, witbin tbis very bovel tbose masks did mould 
tbat, wben one looks at tbeir features fantastic, seem 
to bave been done by Benvenuto Cellini. 

XV 

The cat, of which I bave spoken in tbe preceding 
stanza, was tbe great grandsire of Mûrr, the philoso- 
pher, whose story, intertwined with tbat of Kreissler, 
more than once bas made me forgtt tbat tbe logs were 
putting on, as tbe fire died down, tbeir robe of plush, 
tbat midnight was striking, and tbat it was winter time. 
My poor Childebnuid, truest of friends, of cats the 
most tender-bearted, and endowed with the whitest 
soûl tbat could be found under fur so black, tbai;^ friend 
of mine whose death I so sorely moumed tbat since 
tbat day I bave life hated, one of bis heirs also was. 
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XVI 

For the matter of chat, this worthy cat was the one 
and only créature allowed within the den ; the sole and 
only one for whom Veronica feit any love. And it 
may be that he alone in ail the world her did love ; for, 
indeed, old, ugly, and poor as she was, who else would 
hâve done so ? Those we hâte are wicked — that is 
excuse enougfa for us. — It is night } ail is silence ^ a 
red light flickers and gleams on the hovd's pane. 
The cat, curled up on the broken-l^ed chair, watches 
with serious, intelligent gaze, the old woman who 
moves about and hastes to prépare some shamefiil 
mystery. 

XVII 

Or else, on his whiskers stifF his paw rubbing, 
smooths his coat, lustrous as ermine's, with the help 
of his rough, harsh tongue, and feeling chilly, between 
the andirons, close to the logs, his head under his tail, 
artistically himself curls up. — Meanwhile the wind 
without still moans, and with the strident sounds of 
the stonn the orfrey mingles- its screams. The roof 
creaks and groans ; the logs crackle sharp ; the fiâmes 
swirl on high, and within the great caldron, under a 
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foam of flakes, dark, stinking water bubbles and boils, 

its Sound accompanying the kettle and the felinc's 

purr. 

XVIII 

Midnight is the hour appointed for the evil deed. 
Midnight now sounds. — Forthwith the infamous Ver- 
onica a circle on the floor draws with her wand, and in 
the centre stands. Outside the magie ring, phantoms 
innumerable, luminous dots against the hangings dark, 
tremble, like motes a sunbeam in the shadow reveals. 
— Meanwhile the hag her incantation mutters, utters 
fierce cries, speaks words the sound of which pains 
the ear as sledge-hammers wielded in a foige, and 
which scrape the throat like potions evil. 

XIX 

But this is not enough. To fulfil the mystexy, she 
one by one her garments to the ground doth cast, and 
naked stands. A terrifying sight ! A whitened skeleton 
swaying in the wind,and which has grinned for six 
months from the gibbet at the crows, is a cheerfîil 
spectacle by comparison with this carcass with its 
flaccid breasts, its jrellow, sunken belly, wrinkled with 
large folds, its arms red as lobsters. ^ Horror I hor- 
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ror ! horror ! ** as Shakespeare would say ; a nameless 
thing, impossible to describe ; the veiy idéal of n^htmare 
grim. 

XX 

Within her palm the water dark she takes and thrice 
her bosom with it she doth anoint. Now, no human 
tongue can tnily tell what then befell ! — The flaccid 
breasts, that hung as hangs the skirt of well-worn coat, 
miraculously swell and round become ; the cloud of tan 
is cleared away, and they roight be an opal globe parted 
in twain, so fair the form and fair the tint. The blood 
courses in them in azuré veins, life gleams in them so 
that even a maid of fifteen could scarce more blooming 
be. 

XXI 

Her eyes she rubs, her whole face next. Roses 
bloom once more; smallest wrinkles go, as vanish 
ripples when the breeze doth fail; her mouth with 
enamels gleams, and brilliant light, a fiery diamond, 
within her eyes doth flash ; her hair is jet, her fmme 
no longer bowed — she is beauteous now ; so fair that 
she would envy excite. Many a gallant swain his life 
would péril merely to touch her Angers' tips, and no 
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one would dream, on seeing thc lovely heail, the body 
£iir, the figure sireet, to what she owes chem. 

XXII 

A very pearl of love ! Great eyes, almond-shaped, 
at times most German in their sweetness tender, at 
times flaming with Spanish beat ; two glorious mirrors 
of jet that make one wish to gaze within tbem one's 
wbole life long. Her voice's tone more sweet tban 
nigbtingale's ky } Sontag and Malibran, wbose every 
note doth tbrill and in the heart awake a secret note ; 
Puck's roguishness, Ariel's grâce, a winsome mouth 
whereon the smîle mîngles with Esmeralda's pout and 
mingling plays — a miracle, a dream of Heaven ! 

XXIII 

Reader, hyperbole apart, she was tnily beautiful — 
most beautiful ! That is, she seemed so, and that the 
sanie thing is. Enough that the eye be deceived ; it 
ever is by love; happiness due to fancy is the saine 
as if mathematics proved it tnie. For what is happi- 
ness, if not to believe in and caress one's dream, with 
prayer to God that hère below it may never wane? 
For faiih alone heaven to us shows in our terrestrial 
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exile, and this désert of the world, in which felicity on 
nothingness is based as on reality is woe. 

XXIV 

The lambent flame upsprings once more. Forth 
from the circle Veronica steps, a tunic white slips on, 
and over that a purple robe. Upon her head, in place 
of the black cap she wore erstwhile, an ermine hood 
she sets, and a mirror in her hand taking, looks long 
within and with pleasure smiles at the sight she 
sees. The moon just then, through a break in the 
clouds, upon her cast her fond, chaste light. The 
door open stood, so that one might from without look 
straight within; and, haply, had any at this time 
strayed along the road, he would hâve made sure he 
dreamed awake. 

XXV 

Veronica, with the tip of her wand, touches the cat, 
which gazes upon her with bright, treacherous glance, 
and rolls at her feet, its back curling. Thrice she 
spins around, makes mystic signs, and whispers low, 
cabalistic words. Then is seen a sight that makes the 
blood run cold. In place of the cat, appears a hand- 
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some youth, — aquiiine nose, forehead high, black mous- 
tache, — a youth such as maidens see in their dreams 
of love. His roantle is red and his doublet of silk, 
his Toledo blade bas a sparkling hilt, — be undoubtedly 
is a sprigbtly lad. 

XXVI 
" *T is wcll," said Veronica, bolding out her wbite 
band to tbe young cavalier, wbo, band on bip, in 
silence waited. ^^Escort me. Don Juan." — Juan 
bowed. — **Wbitber may I take you, madame?" 
— Tbe lady bowed and wbispered in bis ear a syllable 
or two. Don Juan understood. — " Hère, Leporello," 
said be in a loud, ringing voice. ^^ Her ladysbip goes 
fortb. Take a torcb and ligbt ber on ber way." — 
Instantly, torcb in band, Leporello appears. — ^^ Bring 
up tbe carriage." — Tbey enter it, tbe wbip cracks, tbe 
coacbman swears, and tbey 're ofF. 

XXVII 
Off, but wbicb way ? Tbat is a profound mystery. 
It was pitcb-dark, and besides, in so dark a place wbo 
tbe devil could bave seen tbem ? No one, for ail were 
asieep. Tbe moon bad bound a cloud across its eyes 
of blue lest tbey indiscreet sbould prove. So tbe 
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carnage reached the end of ks way witfaout any one 
suspecting whom it contained. Not a single splash of 
mud defaced the panels broad and blazoned ; the wheels, 
as if the stones had been covered with velvet and with 
silk, rolled on, silent, noiseless, through the fields stniight 
on, and so lightly that tbey made no mark, that they 
nowhere the wheat bowed down. 

XXVIII 

For the nonce, the scène to Lejrden is shifted. 
That petticoated monkey, that hag, hideous enough to 
make Beelzebub himself tum on bis heel, now young 
and beautiful, incarnate poetry, treasure of grâces, 
makes the fashionabie beauties and middle-dass Venuses 
of the place with jealousy wither, under their ample 
skirts, overladen with gaUoons, and their lofty caps, fuU 
six feet high. Empty are the rooms of Lady Barbara 
Von Altenhorff; empty are the halls of the young 
Countess Cecilia Wihnot ; there is no sign of a crush 
at the Landgravine of Gotha's. 

XXIX 

Young and old, lawyers in dusty wigs, dandies shed- 
ding around them the scent of amber, oiBcers in gay 
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uniforms dragging their swords across the soundîng 
floors, painters and musicians, ail crowd to the stranger's 
rooms ; and, although it vras far from proper, as vinegary 
ancient prudes remark, thus to keep ail men to one's 
self, especially when one had no other attraction than 
a piquant face and the beauty of youth, none the less 
men kept running there. The sole topic of talk in 
town was Veronica. Never was any name more fre- 
quently spoken. 

XXX 

When she appeared it was impossible to hear one's self 
for the enthusiasm, the delirium, the excitement, ex- 
pressing itself in peals of applause and bravos and noise. 
Never did dilettanti from their theatre-boxes rain down 
more abundant praise, flowers, and verse on a prima 
donna than at every step fair Veronica at the dance, at 
the play, every where, received from her adoring admirers. 
The poets wrote sonnets to her eyes and called her 
^ Sun " or ^^ Moon ** in acrostics ; painters painted her 
face, and the rich ruined themselves in their rivalry. 

XXXI 

She gave the tone, the keynote of fashion. She was 
adored like an idol. In naught would any hâve dared 
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her to contradict. The shape of bonnets and the form 
of sleeves ; which was better, flowers or feathers white ; 
which the right jewels, which the most becoming, 
especially the important matter whether one should 
rouge or not, — she it was who decided ail. The lady 
of the Margrave Tielemann Van Hom and the old 
Duke's daughter in vain protested by their heretical 
dress; scarce was there to be seen within their old- 
Êtthioned rooms a broken-down adpiirer ancient. 

XXXII 

Young would hâve become cheerful. Heraclites the 
weeper, wiping his eyes, would hâve laughed louder 
than Democritus at the comical sight of the eiForts 
made by the ladies of the place, short and stout Irises, 
to dress as she did and to copy her grâce. Maidens, 
the slimmest of whom weighed three or four hundred, — 
rubicund faces, with flowers, lots of ribbons and laces, 
masses of flesh (after Rubens' manner), — wearing in- 
stead of rich velvet and great pattern brocades, thin 
tissues, gauze, fleece-like stuff. Ye gods, what a 
masquerade ! 
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XXXIII 

But as for our heroine, she was invariably charming, 
whether adorned or not; whether veiled or cloaked; 
whether cape wearing or a hood. In short, in eveiy 
way ever)rthing she had seemed endowed with life. 
The folds appeared to understand when they ought 
to flutter and when they ought to hang; the in- 
telligent silk hushed its chatter or kept it up to 
warble her praise; the breeze blew just on purpose 
to make her fringes shimmer, and her feathers flut- 
tered like birds about to take to flight, while an in- 
visible hand her laces separated and played within 

their rnaze. 

XXXIV 

Her hair was always well dressed. Whatever she 
wore, — a mcrc trifle, the first thing she took, evciy 
bit of ribbon, evcry flower, — fairylike seemed to 
be; whatever touched her at once precious became; 
everything was in perfect taste and indicated quality. 
Whatever her dress, grand, rich, or quaint, she alone 
was noticed. Her eyes made the flash of diamond's self 
grow pale; her teeth were fairer than pearls, and 
satin lost its gloss when near her skin. With her port 
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so free, her teasing wit, her charm both coy and arch, 
she was in turns Camargo, Manon Lescaut, Philine, 
— in sbort, a ravishing wretch ! 

XXXV 

Hans, Âulic counseilor, and Master Philip for her 
sake their gin, their pipe renounced. It was positively 
joUy to see thèse worthy Flemings, so perfect of their 
Und, stout, squat, their faces beaming, actually forget- 
fui of their tulips, blooming at last, transform them- 
selves into dandies and posture round the diva. Wives 
and mothers certes did not spare her bitter remarks, 
but serenely she kept on her way, none of her adorers 
losing, and, caring little for the empty talk, welcomed 
eveiy one, and accepted the bornage and the cash of 
each. 

XXXVI 

Two months hâve passed. On this day, like a 
queen, Veronica a headache boasts or prétends to 
bave. Her door is closed. Her courtiers in numbers 
great are vainly waiting. Within a rich boudoir in 
which amber pastiles sweet perfume shed, and where 
evcry footfall upon the handsome Turktsh rugs is 
noiseless as on sward, in which a silver lamp and the 
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hissing logs alone break silence with their shrill sound, 
our beauty in her morning wrapper, pale and white as 
pearl, bends over a table, a paper cnishing within her 
hand. 

XXXVII 

She sulks. Ye gods, how bewitching is a woman 
when she sulks ! Her hand under her chin, her elbow 
softly pressing one knee like the jasper rich) her body 
willowy bending, like a buttercup with a drop of dew 
o'er full. Her hair undone, that in a moment shows, or 
hides, perchance, as the zéphyr through it blows, or the 
restless Angers through it move, the cheek, pearl-pink, 
transparent, the brow azure-veined ; just as in great 
gardens the limbs of trees with their foliage veil or 
uncover the statues fair that stand under their summer 
shade. 

XXXVIII 

Whence, then, her grief? When she rose this morn 
and in her glass did look did she herself discover older 
or less fair to be ? Did she find within her jet black 
hair one single pale silveiy thread, or on her dazzling 
teeth a single stain ? Did the two ends of the ribbon, 
when her hands drew them, prove too short for the 
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stouter frame? Has a dress she expected and on 
which she reckoned to take away the Count from 
Lady Wilmot, — has that dress been tom or cnished 
on its way ? Is it her dog that has sickened ? Or, 
after three nights at the dance, has fever paled the pure 
carminé of her lovely lips ? 

XXXIX 

Is her glance less bright, her neck less fair, the form 
of her Greek face less pure? Has some rival, in 
greater youth or diamonds richer rejoicing, turned 
more heads at the last assembly ? Nay, still, as ever, 
the queen of the feast she is. AU at her knees do 
fall. But yesterday one of her lovers, filled with empty 
despair on finding her unfaithful, within the Rhine 
himself did headiong cast. This very mom for her 
sake did Ludwig Von SiegendoriF a duel fight; his 
adversary 's dead ; himself is wounded. Surely this is 
a great success; ail Leyden is talking about it now. 
Why, then, her gloomy brow? 

XL 

Why do her brows tremble and bend? Why do 
her long, black lashes, as, half closed, between them 
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tears now slip, flutter and cast upon the satiny skih 
a brown auréole, a velvcty shade such as Lawrence 
paints? Why do her troubled breasts within their 
gauze press and under the thin nets rise and fall, 
like snow when blows the storm? What strange 
thought imparts so dreamy an air to her lightsome 
face ? Is it the remembrance of her first love and 
the voice of infancy ? Is it regret that she has lost 
her fair innocence, or of the future is it dread ? 

XLI 

Nay, it is not that. Too thoroughly comipt is she 
not to foiget, and broken is the chain that her past to 
her présent linked. Besides, I do not believe there be 
in any recess of her soûl a single one of those remem- 
brances which in every woman's heart, howe'er depmved 
she may be, are left of better days, and remain spot- 
less within the memoiy's depths like pearls within the 
waters bhck. She is but a coquette, she has never 
loved. A bail, a supper, a party, an entertainment to 
be given, pleasure, — thèse are the things that take 
her out of herself and prevent her hearing the voice of 
her oppressed heart. 
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XLII 

Hère is the trouble. The night before at the ph^ 
was given Mozart's ^Don Juan." Surrounded bjr her 
lightsome crowd of dandies young, — drawing-room 
butterflies whose wings by some Leyden tailor hâve 
been made, — Veronica was présent, the cynosure of ail 
eyes, coquettîng within her box and radiant to bebold. 
Ail women else under their rouge with rage tumed 
pale, their lips did bite, but she, sure to please, like a 
peacock its tail spreading, her fan opened out, cbatted, 
laughed aloud, let fall her glass, her glove took oiF, her 
scent bottle passed, or made its rich enamel flash and 
gleam. 

XLIII 

In vain the acton wroii^ht with might and main, 
spun out their finest notes. They made no gain. 
Leporello step by step behind Don Juan walked in 
vain; in vain the Commander thundered with his 
boots, 2^rlina warbled playing with the notes, and 
Donna Anna wept. They might hâve kept it up for 
a livelong year without any taking note. The stalls 
were inattentive. They talked, they looked, but looked 
another way. Through the gold-mounted glasses ail 
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désires in the same direction tumed. Veronica smiled. 
The joy of being beautiful made her ten times more 
beauteous yet. 

XLIV 

Alone a man, by a pillar standing, undisturbed, un- 
amazed by the sensation great, from the foigotten 
stage his glance never taking, in a secret ecstasy deeply 
drank those wondrous chords, those glorious harmonies, 
which make thy name, O Mozart, shine over ail ! 
Thy genius his had seized and on its wings borne it 
to the eternal sphères. Of time, or place, or world, he 
unconscious was. Into music he was tumed and his 
heart as it beat, fluttered and sang with purest voice, 
for he alone thy meaning caught. 

XLV 

At most, between the acts, upon the fâir he coldly 
glanced ; his eye flashed not, as if the look had struck 
against a walL •'— Yet, like a buUet, swift*sped, that 
glance across the house to Veronica*s heart shot true, 
and unconscious ail, a grievous wound on her inflicted 
-^a deadly wound. So falls the brave, by bosky 
corner slain, ail gloryless, bid low by shot perchance at 
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some hare aimed ; or killed by falling slate, or taken 
off by fever, as he to his home returns. 

XLVI 

She who, till then, like the salamander cold amid 
the fiâmes, scarce deigned to give a passing caprice in 
return for passion, and made it her delight — for such 
is woman's pleasure, — hearts to torture and soûls to 
damn; she who pitiless trifled with love as a cruel 
child with its plaything trifles, foi]getting it and far 
away casting. it so soon as it wearies, — she now vas 
suiFering the pains that yesterday she caused. She 
made men love her, and now she loved, and she 
who captured at last in her snare was caug^t. Her 
haughty heart at last was bowed. 

XLVII 

That is just the way of life, of fate. When on the 
fatal dial strikes the hour, none may his end for 
a day put off. No matter how virtuous, whether one 
fiée or stay, ail must yield to that power, infernal 
or celestial. Two things unavoidable are, — one's 
fate and love. Love, the joy and scouige of eartb ! 
sweet pain ; sorrow one regrets, and so fiill of channs. 
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Laughter and tears ; pallid, lovely care ; ill, that ail 
seek ! A paradise, a hell ; a dream, in heaven begun, 
on eaith prolonged ; an enchantaient mysterious ! 

XLVUI 

Oh, voluptuousness intense ! Pleasure whicb, may* 
hap, of man God's equal makes! Who would not 
know you, if yet unknown, moments delicious and yet 
so short) that are a whole life worth, and which the 
angel that envies them would gladly pay for with an 
eternity of happiness in heaven. Oh, sea of felicity» 
ravishment, ecstasy, of which no words on earth can 
convey the bliss, whether in prose or eke in verse! 
Oh, hours of trysting! Oh, ye glorious sleejdess 
nights, délirions sobs intoxicate ! Sighs, strange words, 
lost in a caress ! Kisses mad and wild desires ! 

XLIX 

Love, thou art the only sin worth while incurring 
hell for ! In vain in bis sermons the priest condemns 
thee. In vain within her arm-chair, spectacles on 
nose, the mother to her daughter as a monster paints 
thee. In vain does jealous Orgon bis door close and 
to bis Windows bars doth place. In vain, in still- 
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born tomes, do moralises endlessly ciy out against thee. 
In vain coquettes thy power flout. When thou art 
named, the novice herself doth cross. Young or 
old, handsome or ugly, rosy-faced or pale, English or 
French, pagan or Christian, eveiy one loves at least 
once in life. 

L 

As for me, 'twas last year the frenzy of love fell 
upon me. Good-bye then to poetiy. l 'd not time 
enough to use it to compass words. Four months 
and a half not another thing I did save worship my 
idol, adore her, wonder at her glorious hair, ebony 
waves in which my hands loved to lose themselves ; 
listen to her breathing, watch her live, and smile when 
she smiled to me, drink deeper intoxication from the 
sight; read her nascent desires within her eyes, on 
her. sleeping face note her dreams, and from her rosy 
lips sip her breath within a kiss. 

LI 

But for that the world would hâve had this poem 
in eighteen nine and twenty ; nay, earlier yet ; but, as 
I hâve said, I had not leisure to string words upon a 
verse like pearls upon a string. With her I was 
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wont to go into the great, deep woods to hear the 
thrushes sing, ^ for the time was spring. She, like 
a child, scampered through the dew in quest of 
butterflies} her ankles wet with silvery shower, she 
went singing on, as under her footsteps eveiy flower 
its caljrx gently bowed, and I upon her gazed. 

LU 

Within the rich green sward May the strawbeny did 
crimson, and when she found one, happy and laughing 
for joy, quickly she ran to me that I might with her share, 
but I would not. Then came the battle. With one 
arm I seized her two wrists and her waist, and with my 
other hand forced her of the fruit to eat. Ât iirst she 
resisted, but soon weaiying of the unequal struggle, for 
mercy begged, promising to pay a ransom of kisses ; 
then, like the bird whose cage is opened, she 'd take to 
flight and escape, the witch, to conceal herself behind 
a bush. 

LUI 

Next I 'd hear her laugh amid the leaves at having 
tricked me thus. — Some busy bee emerging from 
a bell, a lizard, a grasshopper on its long slender legs 
springing, a caterpillar caught upon her lace, soon 
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brought her back uttering dreadful shrieks. Then 
she 'd hide her head upon my breast, quite pale, trem* 
bling when the branches in the wind did move. Her 
beauteous breasts with the beating of her heart trembled 
and fluttered like two little turtle-doves caught in their 
nest, and which flutter their wings lightly in the hands 
of the fowler. 

LIV 

While reassuring her, with practised hand the mon- 
ster I would seize, and, her fear now gone, she 'd tum 
to laughter again, and, nestling on me anew, laugh at 
herself and kiss me as she said, ^ Ye heavens, how I 
love him!" Then when I kissed her back, dreamy 
she leaned her head upon my shoulder and closed her 
eyes, as if to sleep away. The long beam of light 
pressing through the leaves gilded her lovely brow. 
The nightingale sang its pearly trills, and the scent-per- 
fumed breeze softly breathed under the arches green. 

LV 

Never a word we spake and sad we both did seem, 
and yet if anywhere on earth happiness doth exist, we 
twain most happy were. But what could speech hâve 
served ? On ruddy lips the words we stayed ; the 
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thoughts we knew. We had but one mind, but one 
soûl for the pair of us, and, as it were, in Paradise in 
one another's embrace locked, we could not dream 
other heaven than ours might be. Our veins, our 
hearts in harmony pulsed ; in the ravishment of ecstasy 
profound the very world was well foigot ; nor before 
our eyes did horizon spread. 

LVI 

Gone is ail that happiness. Who 'd hâve believed 
it ? Each to the other now a stranger is, for 't is the 
way of men, — whose Ever is never greater than a six 
months' span î Our love has flown, — Heaven knows 
whither. My goddess, like painted butterfljr that Aies 
and leaves but bloom of red and white upon the finger 
tips, her flight has taken, leaving in my heart naught 
but mistrust of the présent and bitter remembrance of 
the past. But what of that ? Lrove is a strange thing. 
In those bygone days I loved, and now I set my loves 
so fair in wretched verse. 

LVII 

Thus, gentle reader, is my whole story told most 
faithfuUy to you, so far as my memoiy (an ill-kept 
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register) can recall to my thoughts trifles that mcan so 
much, for they make up love, and by and by we laugh 
at tbem. — Forgive this pause. The bubble I took 
pleasure in blowing and which .floated in the air, gor- 
geous with prismatic fires, bas suddenly bded eut into 
mère drop of water, bursting when it touched the gable- 
roors angle. Even so, when it met reality, my glorious 
dream was spent, and now for mother only bave I love. 
Ail otber affection in me bas died out. 

LVIII 

Except love for thee, O Poesy, that speakest ever 
loud in chosen soûls ! Poesy ! O golden-balœd angel, 
who, passing from one world to another without fear 
of soiling thy white form by contact with ours for 
a moment, within the gloom of our night thy flight 
dost stay ; whisperest words to us, and with the tip of 
thy wing driest our bitter tears. And thou, Poesy*s 
twin sister, Paint ing, God rivalling, and His equal, 
sublime déception, wondrous imposture, that life re- 
storest and nature doublest, to you twain I do not bid 
farewell. 
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LIX 

Let me to my thème return. The young enthusiast 
a handsome cavalier was in very truth, and certes a 
maid more chaste than Veronica might well for him 
love hâve felt. But before I go farther it might be 
well to sketch his portrait, for the outer form helps one 
to know what is within. Foreign suns had shone upon 
him and enriched with hue of tan his Italian skin, 
naturaUy pale. His hair, wildered by his hands' agita- 
tion, fell over a brow which Gall ecstatically would 
hâve felt for six months, and taken for base for a dozen 
treatises. 

LX 

An impérial brow of artist and poet ; that of itself 
the half of the head did form. Broad and fuU, bending 
under inspiration which in each wrinkle untimely 
drawn, concealed superhuman power, great thoughts ; 
and it bore written thèse words, ^^ Belief and Power.'' 
The rest of the Êice corresponded with this noble brow, 
yet was there something in it unpieasant, and, faultless 
though it was, one wished it might hâve différent been. 
Irony and sarcasm gleamed over it, rather than genius. 
The lower part the upper seemed to mock. 
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LXI 

Strange the eiFect of this combinatîon. It was like 
a démon under angePs cread writhing; hell under 
heaven opened. Though he had glorious eyes, long 
ebony brows towards the temples fining, over the skin 
gliding as a serpent crawls, a fringe of fluttering silken 
lashes, yet his lion-like glance and the fatal flash that 
shot at times from his eyes made one shudder and 
tum pale in spite of ail. The boldest look must, per- 
forée, be cast down before that Médusa glance which 
could change to stone, though gentle he strove to make 
it seem. 

LXII 

On his stern lip, shadowed at each end with a slight 
mustache, elegantly waxed, a mechanical smile at times 
rested, but, in gênerai, his expression deepest disdain did 
plain betray. In vain the fair, having again in society 
met htm, did ail that in such case coquette may do to 
draw him to her feet. To her amazement, nothing 
could touch his adamantine heart. Glances from be- 
hind her fan, sighs, simperings, half-spoken avowals, 
teasing arch, — ail failed, and utterly. 
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LXIII 

He was not the man to let himself be caught in the 
nets Veronica tried to set for him. A great eagle 
scarce sacrifices a feather to the lime which a sparrow 
holds. The foolish fly is caught by the wing within 
the web the spider spins in corner dark, but the wasp 
the whole with her bears away, and Gulliver, with 
single effort, breaks the Liliputians' silken chains. Yet 
so fine a prey was well worth troubling for, so, if she 
did not plainly speak the words, ^ I love you," she tried 
every art. But he, unchanging still, on her bestowed 
no thought. 

LXIV 

This was the reason why her door to corners ail was 
closed. For, indeed, what cared her anxious heart for 
her courtier train ? Thèse handsome fellows, thèse dan- 
dies, who before now delighted her, seemed at this 
time affected or vulgar, their perfiimed madrigals Wearied 
her. Noise and light to her brought pain ; ail things 
troubled and annoyed her. On her dainty hand she 
rests her brow ; her dimpled arm upon her chair hangs 
limp. Poor girl ! just see the pallor of her cheeks ! 
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Grief her roses to pearls has changed ; within ber eyes 
the teais begin to well. 

LXV 

The paper which the fair, with anguished iiiien9 
with rosy-nailed fingers crushes and crumples, unques- 
tionably a love-letter is on azuré vellum, which through 
the room sheds sweet and fashionable scent of amber. 
— I know ail about it. — Yet the handwriting and the 
turn of phrase bave something about them that tell of 
woman. Is it, then, a note intercepted from a rival, or 
does the lady on her own account to some young beau 
now Write ? The latter fact seems proved by the black 
spot upon the white fii^er tip, by the inkstand, and by 
the raven*s quill. 

LXVI 

Suddenly, bird-like looking up, and throwing back a 
curl astray, her indolent pose she leaves, and begins, 
before calling for light and wax to seal her note, to 
read again quite low, as if afraid the écho might under- 
stand. ^ I will not send it. l 've written it ill," she 
says, the paper tearing. Low is her voice. ^ It is only 
fit within the fire to go." It was very cold, the fiâmes 
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were bot. The paper, like the damned in hell, flashed 
up in blaze of blue, 

LXVII 

And disappeared. — While the shcet is being consumed, 
the girl another takes, a moment thinks, and then begins. 
Her hand, as swift as lace-horse at Newmarket, scarce 
the paper touches. She 's fiUed her page while yet the 
ink of the firet words undried is. — '* Don Juan ! ** — 
With uncovered head. Don Juan before the lady stands. 
— Veronica agitated, with her eyes burning bright: 
"This note to my lord Albcrtus." — "The painter 
who lives at the inn of the Monkey Green ? *' — " The 
same ; and within an hour at faithest, Don Juan, see 
that you are back." 

LXVIII 

Albertus, I need not tell you, is the handsome swain 
l 've just described a few stanzas above. An artist 
was he, loving with passion fanatical painting and 
verse, to the fiill as much as music. Nor could he 
hâve told, had God the choice given him, which he 
would rather be, Mozart or Dante. But I who knew 
him as well as he did himself, — better perhaps, — I 
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believe that lie would luMre «lid Rtphad. For, of tiiete 
three sisten equal in merit, at botton paiattiig wm Us 
favorite and his trueat talent. 

LXIX 

He considered the world an infamous pot-faouse. 
What be believed d>out woman and man was whart 
Hamlet tbought, — be would not baire gtvcn a copper 
for tbe pair. Womankind déligbted bim not, save in 
painting, and baving since birtb tnquired tbe wfay and 
wherefore, be was pesstmistic as tbe oldest of men 
migbt be ; consequently, more generallj sad dian otber- 
wise. Love was but an -empty word to bim ; altbougb 
quite young, still, for long yeais past, of belief in it be 
bad still none. Tbus witbin bis dajrs moved many 
bours of weariness. 

LXX 

Ail tbe same, bis ills be patient bore. Great knowl- 
edge a very great scourge is sure to be ; a cbOd into an 
old man it makes.' At tbe very outset of life, novice 
tbougb one be, tbere is nothing new in wbat one feels ; 
wben tbe cause appeais tbe eflScct is already known ; 
existence is burdensome ; «U is «avourless. To tbe 
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sick man's palate pimento tasteless is i the much-tried 
nostrils scarce can ether smell : love bccomes a mère 
spasra ; glory an empty phrase ; like a squeezed lemon 
arid the heart bccomes. Behind Werther Don Juan 
ever stalka. 

LXXI 

Our hero, like Eve his ancestress, had, by the ser- 
pent urged, tasted the bitter fruit. A god he desired to 
be. When naked he beheld himself and possessed in 
fiill of knowledge human, he longed for death, but his 
courage failed him, and as one tires of treading the 
well-known path, he sought a new road to discover. 
Now, did he find the world of his dreams ? I doubt it, 
for in the search his passions he had outworn. He had 
lifted up the veil and gl'anced behind. At twenty he 
might hâve been laid in his coffin dark, of ail illusions 
bereft. 

LXXII 

Woe! Woe! unto him who the fathomless océan 
of man's heart imprudently seeka to sound ! Too oft 
the sounding lead, instead of golden sand and pearly 
shells that lovely shine, brings up but foui and stinking 
mud. — If I could live anothec life again, ceitea I 
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should not within it ail search out as hitberto I bave 

done. What mattert after ail, whether the cause be 

sad, if the efFect produced be sweet l Let us be merry ; 

let us outwardly be happy. A handsome mask is bet- 

ter than an ugly face. Then why, poor fools, do we 

snatch tt oflF ? 

LXXIII 

If he had been the arbiter of bis fàte you may be 
sure that many a chapter of life's novel he would hâve 
skipped, and passed at once to the conclusion of this 
most foolish taie. But uncertain whether he ought to 
doubt, deny, believe, or seek in death the riddle's 
answer, like down wind-driven he let his life drift 
on as chance itself did will. The affairs of the world 
troubled him but little : the things of heaven interested 
him still less. As far as his soûl went, I must tell you, 
even at the risk of your blâme incurring, that he did 
not believe in its existence any more than in God*s. 

LXXIV 

That was the way he was made — a nature strange 
— and yet his soûl, which he disbelieved in, was pure. 
What he sought was nothingness ; nothing would he 
hâve gained if hell had been suppressed. A strange 
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man indeed ! He possessed every virtue he ridiculed, 
and the angel who, above, in bis record indignant wrote 
some gross heresjr, some damnable sopbistry, wben it 
came to deeds found him less guiky, and as he beheld 
within bis nature the good and boly, once more the 
anatbema witbbeld. For a fallen tear the blasphemy 
had blotted from the fatal page. 

LXXV 

Now, for a change of scène. — At présent we are 
at the Green Monkey Inn, the abode of my lord 
Albertus, and in bis studio. Tell me, most ordinary 
reader, do you know what a painter's studio is ? — A 
tempered ligbt from above falling gives everything an 
aspect strange. It is like a picture by Rembrandt, in 
which the canvas shows a white dot shining through 
the dark. — In the centre of the room by the easel, 
under the britliant beam in which atoms whirl, stands 
a lay figure that might a phantom be. Everything half 
shadow and reflection is. 

LXXVI 

The shadows grow deeper within the corners than 
even under the old arches of a nave. It is a world, 
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a universe apart, in no wise resembling the world we 
live in; a fantastic world in whicb everything to the 
cycB doth speak; everything is poetic; in which 
modern art shines by the side of that of old. Beautiful 
things of every time and every land : a sample page, 
from the book out tom ; weapons, furniture, drawings, 
casts, marbles, pictures, Giotto, Cimabue, Ghirlandajo, 
and I know not whom ; Reynolds by Hemskerk's side, 
Watteau by Corr^gio's, and Peruginabetween the Van 
Loostwain. 

LXXVII 

Lacquered ware and vases of Japan, monsters and 
porcelain ware, pagodas golden with little bells ail hung, 
glorious Chinese fans it would take too long to describe; 
Spanish knives, Malay creeses, with wavy blades; 
khandjars, yataghans with rich-wrought sheaths; lin- 
stock arquebusses, matchlocks, blunderbusses; helms 
and corslets, battle-maces, bassinets, damaged, in holes, 
rusted, stained ; innumerable objects, good for nothing, 
but glorious to behold; Oriental caftans, doublets 
mediaeval ; rebecs and psalteries, instruments outwom : 
a den, a muséum, and a boudoir in one ! 
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LXXVIII 

Around the walls many canvases hanging, untottched 
for the most part, otfaers just begun ; a ehaos of colouts 
but half alive. — Leonora on liorseback, Macbeth and 
the wkches, Lara's cfaildren, Marguerite at prayeri 
sketches of portraits, atnong whidi one framed, of 
a young giri, ligfat on a dark iMUskground, stands out 
and sparkles ; so fair that one knows not bjr what name 
to call it, whether pevi, ^ry, or s)rlph, -— a graceful, 
délicate being ; an angél fiomlieaven Whose wings hâve 
been clipped to prevent its flying away. 

LXXIX 

With her beautîful h^ jind h«r^|)HHflg|Mfid,Mtig^ 
look, she a«MMd to be a iitf$0r sM^ a^çr jybMMoio, 
yet it was only ibr jwruwt of # fytmv ,ffii«iffis,;tbe 
one he beat and nnost l^vc^i a V#Mtiio, «rbo, m fcer 
gondola pne night .on theCaMlçiojbMl JMWi Mèbad to 
death. Tbe beaM^'s Juiaband, Jcooirifii; rbyr jmfitfthfiil, 
had idanned tbe deed. ThcM^ri^^wmM^cg^UraQmdO»' 
Albertiis lo tbe dead imi dfï^wn pfi^^ tbr ^M^ Miff 
pulkd Mray, stmcb^d ihe ponratt, «hîob hfi finiahfd 
from memory, and then never again after of her i 
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LXXX 

Only when his eyes fell upon the canvas, concealed 
from indifiêrent glances by a curtain thick, a furtive 
tear, forthwith dricd up, gleamed in them. A sigh from 
out his breast softly rose, his brows he bcnt, but ne'er 
a Word did say. At Venice an Engltshman dared make 
an ofFer ; he would hâve emptied his purse the master- 
piece to own, but that would hâve been to profane — 
il Santo Ritratto — and as hepersisted and oiFered yet 
more wealth, Albertus raging sought to drown the man 
below Che Rialto* 

LXXXI 

Albertus was painting. It was a landscape. Salva- 
tor would hâve naBs:>ed it Sehe sehagge. Rocks in the 
foreground, in the middle distance the towers of a castle 
showing their sharp vanes against a blood-red sky filled 
with islands of clouds. The mighty oaks were bending 
like the lightest trees, leaves up in the air did whiri, 
the faded grass, like the rolling billows of a midnight 
sea, under its gusts did rise and fall ; while incessant 
lightning with its red light lit up the tops of the blown 
pines, bending o'er the depths as over the mouth of 
heU. 
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LXXXII 

A man came in. It was Juan. A blue light shone 
in the studio, and though he had no tail, nor horas, nor 
cloven foot, although he did not smeil of pitch or 
sulphur, bis eagle glance, his lip by grin sardonic curled, 
bis gesture stiiF, bis voice, bis gait, would bave made 
any man at ail prudent basten quick to bis Bible and 
sprinide bim witb boly water. None of tbese tbings 
did Albertus do. He looked and saw bim not, for bis 
soûl and bis eyes on bis painting were fixed. — ^^My 
lord, a note," said tbis devil Mercury as be pulled at bis 
doublet. 

LXXXIII 

Tbe painter tbe note opened, looked for a signature, 
and none did find. — ^ Base wretcb,'' between bis teetb 
be muttered. — "Will you goî" — «I will." — 
** Wben ? " asked Don Juan in softened tone. — " Im- 
mediately.'' — " By Jupiter, tbat is tbe way to speak. 
Tbe lady lives but a step from bere. I sball lead 
you tbitber." — " It is well," said Albertus, taking 
down bis sword, an Andréa Ferrara, a trusty blade 
tempered witb tbe blood of many a brave. ^^I am 
witb you. Pietro !" — A sunburnt face at tbe door 
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appeared and said : '^ What doth my lord will ? '' 
^^ Quick, bring hère to me my cloak and hat." 

LXXXIV 

In less time than it takes to tell, the man was back. 
In a moment the young cavalières toilet was done, and 
the valet having brought a mirror, he smiled, and with 
htmself seemed well content. But suddenly, his corn- 
plexion, always pale, a paler white did turn. Whether 
he saw it or merely fancied it — he M seen within the 
frame the Venetian lady's head move, and her mute lips 
ope as if she sought to speak. ^^ Well, my lord ? " 
said Don Juan. ^ ^ Dear one," the painter said, the 
portrait kissing with a sad, soft smile, ^ it is too late 
to draw back now." 

LXXXV 

The pair went out. Deserted was the town. Scarce 
hère and there some open window. The rain with 
swift-falHng drops the dark sky rayed ; the north wind 
made every vane shriek and scream as in heavy weather 
scream the guUs. A belated toper went by, pitching up 
against the walls; a street girl at her corner waited. 
Albertus, silent and gloomy, foUowed Juan. Surely he 
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had neither the mien nor the gait of a lover -, a thief to 
the gibbet led, or schoolboy on his way to punishment, 
never stepped more slow than he. 

LXXXVI 

He might to his place hâve returned, but the adven- 
ture after ail was really strange and such as ardently to 
pique his curiosity ; so our hero meant to see the end. 
The house was reached. Don Juan seized the brazen 
knocker of the postern door and knocked a master's 
knock. Black eyes, white brows, gleamed behind the 
panes. The house was illumined, and light flashed 
upon the darkened walls ; from landing to landing the 
light came down; the bronze door oped, and the 
splendid, vast interior to the young cavalières gaze was 
revealed. 

LXXXVII 

A little nc^o boy, a torch of perfîimed wax holding, 
under the porch was standing, in rich and gallant livery 
of scarlet trimmed with gold, — ** Hcre," said Juan, 
^' fair page, lead his lordship by the secret passage." — 
Albertus followed. At the end of the corridor a cur- 
tain rich half drawn back behind him closed. Scenting 
his approach, two great white greyhounds on the carpet 
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lying, snufFed the air, raised their long beads, uttered 
low and anxious wbimper, and tben fell back and 
dozed. 

LXXXVIII 

Upon my word, it looked like the room of a duchcss. 
Everytbing was to be found in it, — comfort, élégance, 
and wealtb. On a bandsome citron-wood table shone 
an alabaster lamp tbat cast around a soft and bluisb 
ligbt. Pearis, silks, a casket witb steel knobs, ricb 
sepias, brigbt water-colours, albums, screens delicately 
wrougbt; tbe latest review, tbe most récent novel, 
a black mask broken; innumerable fashionable trifles 
cast pell-mell were strewn upon cbairs and tables in 
attractive disorder. 

LXXXIX 

Our inamorata, balf seated, half lying upon a divan 
soft, uttered, as if surprised, a little cry wben Albertus 
entered ; tben, ber glance tbe mirror gaining, pufièd out 
ber sleeve and rearranged a disorderly ribbon. Never 
bad tbe signora been better dressed. Sbewas adorable, 
just fit to make recruits for tbe devil — as fit as society 
lady, nay, more. Her black and brilltant eyes sbowed 

262 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SELECTED POEMS 

undér their long eyelids $uch morbiJezzaj her manner, 
her gestures, sucb graceful abandon. 

XC 

For a moment Albertus thought he saw bis Venetian 
fair. Tbe strange bead-dress, adorned in tbe Italian 
fasbion witb great golden balls and sequins pierced ; 
tbe coral necklace, tbe cross, tbe amulet, tbe knots of 
ribbons, tbe wbole dress ; tbe ricb-coloured skin witb 
its warm, deep tones ; tbe dreamy look, tbe lazy atti- 
tude ; tbe glance identical, tbe speecb tbe same. Sbe 
resembled ber so tbat be was deceived. Knowing 
Albertus and bis temper eccentric, tbe witcb bad 
tbougbt it well to assume tbis mask to slake ber 

lust. 

XCI 

Veronica rang. Tbe golden portière parted. A 
little page, a rich livery wearing, entered, trays in bis 
bands bearing — a genuine Flemisb page, a fair and 
rosy bead like tbat seen in Terburg's painting in tbe 
Louvre. Upon tbe table be placed flagons and cakes, 
silver cups and silverware, poured tbe wine into glasses 
lofty, bowed to tbe lovers, and tben witbdrew. Tbe 
wine was Rbine wine, wbose golden robe was tuming 
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ytUcmr ifi» zgtj t ittûe teMled tf( hm ail kandrad 
yean ago, or cwo. 

xeii 

WkMi tlie tMlMrd» k glowai Hke yiU. A single 
gbril #o«ld bftv^ suftoed » maa ta daM; witfa the 
stéonA Albeltua qoke tipsf was. To bi» fascinated 
glanoe ail» Uritog»' did doubla show^ floatUig contourlest 
iif vapol* dk»^ the flooF vprose, the walls appeared 
ta spiiK A» for the beauty, ail shame behind her cast- 
ïtigi and ktting her lusc a free hand bave, with her 
paetionaCa ante ihe élasped hUn found the neck, clung 
to his body ift heat and madneM, ckitched at bia bead 
awk uM to fliiaha hiin beiid luitil her Upa he met. 

xcm 

Albârttir w«â^ neMef ô# ice nor stontf ^ and eWH had 
be been^i umler dks darii eydids of dfier ÏMif sfaone a 
tcoût whttse 6fe wovià «tcsncr ha<i^e vMfttA and mdced 
ice. Aa Mgd, a sbii df héaviéii> to he i» his place 
wcféi ham fM Ikit ttalt m At paMilir of God. — 
««Ofr!'"^sai<r hey^àkf hem huma with die strange 
taxât ûat in four ghuf ce Atthei, and mf wfaA I *d giTe 
to pbssfeir 70a done^ whd^ mi femr«r. A tingto 
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Word df yottf fips wouM make me renourice life eteinal, 
fbr ts ttettàtf woitif a shtgfo minutie of yoar dsys ? ** 

XCIV 

— ^ Is that tbe trutb ?" answered Veronica, a smîle 
ou Itev lipk aifd witK an troifk look. ^ And will you 
repeac wliat fou just Ibve nid ? ** «^TBat td possest 
700^ to ûst devH l 'd give mj souly if bave it die devil 
would ? Yca, madam, I Vc said it." — « Then forevcr 
acearsed be f " cried tbe ycMtig man's guardian angel. 
" Fitmi yotf Igo, for nô longer arc yom God'^" — Tbe 
painter in hit madness heaid not tbe voîce, and tbe 
angel ffew away. A ^w of snlphur fiUed tbe room, 
and MephisMpbefiatf ku^ter indeteribaUe auddenly 
tounded in* tbe aff. 

xcv 

For an instant Veronica's eyes sbone witb darksome 

fire like those of orfreys in darkness bid. Albertus 

saw ic noCi As» eenm^ bad te beheM lihe glanée, gneat 

thoiigb: bi» cettrajge^ ht would bâte aoiwd himself 

for fear, on beboldtng Cbr wild and grii» took, — for 

it wai fifdetfd » glanée dM apoke of «nending evil, 

a gbmee of thtf dtaintfd, <st tbe detS tbe tiifte inquiring. 
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It read : '' Evcr, Forcvcr, Eternity ! " Most horrible, 
truly. The ejre of man blasted by such a glance would 
die and melt as melts the pitch within the fîimace cast. 

XCVI 

Her lips trembled. It seemed as if some blaspbemy 
were about to escape, when suddenly she said, ^I 
love you," springing like a maddened ciger. ^But 
know you well what is woman's love? When you 
asked for mine did you test your soûl? Did you 
estimate aright the strength of your heart? What 
mighty power within you do you feel capable of 
bearing such burden without &il ? ^ Ever, forever ! ' 
Think again ! Within the wide universe but one 
being is capable of love etemal. That being is God, 
for He unchanging is. Man, créature of a day, but 
for a day doth love/* 

XCVII 

Within the room, a beam from the lamp, stealing 

pale and faint upon the gilded walls, behind the curtains, 

discreetly drawn, a bed suggests. — Albertus, no word 

answering (the best reply, after ail), thither draws her, 

and to the edge of the bed doth her gently push. . • • 
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Hère in his shame-faced style a classical narrator, witb 
embarrassment blushing, does not hil to stop.. — What 
are not thèse worthy points made to say ? Basilio 
never strikes them out on the ground tbat tbey are 
immoral, and in a novel chaste they stand as the 
hîeroglyph of what is not particularly chaste, or not 
at ail 

XCVIII 

But I, who am no prude, and bave no gauze or 
vine^leaf on my sentence to stick, not one thing shall 
I omit. — The ladies who tbis moral taie may read 
I beg will be indulgent to a few warm détails ; the 
wisest of them, I trow, will note them without a blush ; 
the others will scream. Besides — and mothers of 
families will please take notice, — what I am writing 
is not intended for maidens young whose bread and 
butter is eut in slices for them. My lines are a young 
man's lines, and not a catechism. Emasculate them 
I will not; in their décent cynicism they go on, 
straight or crooked. 

XCIX 

Liule reck I, provided my lady Poesy, their mistress 
absolute, finds them tickle her fancy ; so, chaste like 
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Adam beforcf the FaU, thef onv^rd frsely go in their 
sainted nnékyy ùte from- ail vice» and showîng without 
fear ail that tile bfpùctitse ymkté so carafuUy concéda. — 
I am not cyf theae wïnsm » boaem butd or a skiit 
rather ahoit convpeb aaide ta look ; my gau on thèse 
things does not ttst by pmference.---^ Why declaim so 
much against an artist's work? What he doe» is 
sacred. — Pray, ye rigoixnts critics, do you see naught 
else than thac ? 



The stay-lace the painter had eut. Veronica's 
lovely frame for sole vestment her Flanders linen now 
had on ; a mère cloud of lawn ; spun air ; a breath ; a 
mist of gauze, that under its network allowed the gaze 
to wander with delight ^ in a word, the flimsiest stufF 
you can think of. — It did not take Albertus long to 
tear away this rampart frail, and in a hand*s turn he 
had his beauty nude. — He was wrong ; it is spoiling 
one*s own pleasure ; this sort of thing is killing one's 
own love and its grave digging, alas ! for too oft with 
the veil illusion and désire both. fall away. 
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Cl 

NoC thus this time ; the lady wat io (Or that a 
saint in heaven would for iher sake damnation bave 
welcpmed. A poet in love could not hâve tbought 
out an idéal more perfect. — O Nature! Natunr ! by 
the side of thy work what is painting .wortb î What 
becomes of Raphaël, of besuity the lord ? What of 
Correggio, Guido, and Gioi^ione, Titiao and ail the 
names wbose praise one âge to the otber sbgs ? O 
Raphaël, believe me, thy brushes cast away, and thou, 
Titian, thy palette. God alone the mighty Master is j 
His secret well he keeps, and none may make h x>ut } 
in vain we strive. 

Cil 

Oh, the lovely picture ! *—- Blusbing rosy red wich 
shame, red as berry in May, upon hcr hraving .hreasts 
her head she bows and her arms doch cxoas-^with ber 
arch, roguish look, h«r little pout, her long jButtering 
lasbes her choeks caressing, her sktn, broMmer ahoviog 
'gainst the white sbcets, her long hair iiamnd]|r curlii^ 
her eyes flashing with carbuncle*s glow,Jttr fair^.goldejQ 
neck, her coial lips, her Ciaderella foot and her limbs 

269 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ALBERTUS, OR THE SOUL AND SIN 

divine, and what the shadow hides and what may be 
guessed, — in her own self she more than a seraglio 
well was worth. 

cm 

The cuitains hâve closed again. — Frantic laugh, 
shrieks of voluptuousness, ecstatic moans, long-drawn 
sighs, sobs and tezrSy-^ Idob del mo car!' Anima mia! 
my angel, my life ! and ail the words in that language 
strange which love delirious invents in its heat, thèse 
were the sounds one heard. — Wrecked was the alcôve ; 
the bed creaked and groaned; pleasure a very rage 
became. Showers of kisses and storm of movements 
lascivious ; arms round jbodies grappling and clutching ; 
eyes flaming, teeth meeting and biting, breasts that 
cdnvulsive bound. 

CIV 

The lamp flared up, and in the alcove's depths flashed, 
lightning-like, a red and tawny light. 'T was but for 
an instant, yet Albertus saw Veronica, her skin by 
burning marks ail rayed^ pale as though dead, and so 
disfigured that he shuddered at the sight. Then ail 
once more dark became. The witch her lips to the 
young cavalier's glued again, and anew the couch bent 
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and creaked under love's bounds. — Midnight struck. 
— The Sound mingled its shrill £sdsetto with che low 
lashing of the rain upon the window pane, and in the 
near-by tower hooted the owl. 

CV 

Suddenly, wkhin.his very grasp, — a prodigy fit 
to confound the strongest brain, — Albertus felt the 
charms of the fair melt away, and vanish the veiy flesh. 
Broken was the prism. It was no longer the woman 
whom ail adored, but a foui hag with great green eyes 
rolling under eyebrows thick, and, to seize her prey, at 
fuU length stretching her long, thin anns, like hooks. 
Satan himself would hâve drawn back. A few white 
hairs hung stifF down her skinny neck ; her bones 
showed plain under withered breasts, and her ribs stuck 
out of her sides so foui. 

CVI 

When he beheld himself so close to this living death, 
with terror the blood in his vdns ran cold. His hair 
upon his head did stand, and his teeth chattered as 
though they would break. Meanwhile, the hideous 
skeleton her blue lips to his cheek pressing, eveiywhere 
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with strident laugb pui^sued Mna* Wjxbin Afi Sandow 
at tbe foot of the bcd diojbod «bapes «ost iMoige. 
Incttbus, nightinsu:^, gbastJy, ddEanncd spuctie^f-ilfiaKUy 
multitude of Goya's bc»iAs! Horninl «oaîls iasuri 
from beneatb tbe bricks and silvered the old walls with 
phosphorescent slime ; the lamp smoked and sputtered. 

CVII 

Instead of tbe .{^iUed bcdstcadi a filthjr i^ouch ^ in 
place of the boudoir xose a little roQip pf JV^fKt 
wretched, with an old wiodow fxame d pa^ofis h9l% 
cracked; the walbjgrficn wHh danpf weœ vret with 
rain^ the gceat drops faUing npon the ,pmf flmr. 
Juan, a cat aggin, cast innuiwn^ble $piick% iind ^fiis* 
cinated Albertus with the gleam of -bis glaoce, aad 
like tbe dog in Faust, jwavii)g aiound hîm magie hndêt 
traced a brilliant circlet with bis Xail jupon ibfi ilWtbt 
upon which flickered a blue flame. 

CVJII 

Hop ! Hop ! Cfifd ibe old tWqrim ; Mid down 'the 
chimney^suddenly abk^wilh.gpldffn fi€«s>itwo bumii- 
sticks, bridled and «Mldled,2eiHefed (he roooi) in ^^ev^jr 
direction kickii|g, caracoUngt pwifiiiig» roVifig, wd Jbip- 
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ing as do horses by tbeîr master called. — ^ Thèse be my 
Engltsh mare and my Arab steed/' said the witch, 
opening her crablike hands and patting on the neck the 
broomsticks both. — A swollen toad with long slender 
paws the stirrup held. — Housch ! housch ! like grass- 
hoppers swift the two broomsticks their flight do take. 

CIX 

Tnp ! trap ! they go as goes the north wind. 'Neath 
them the earth shadows pass in long, grey lines ; above, 
the cloudy sky humes by ; on the dim horizon strange 
shadows pass. The mill turns around and pirouettes* 
The moon, now full, shows her light like lantem dim ; 
a curious donjon underneath gazes; a tree its black 
limbs outstretches far; a gibbet haggard shakes its 
fists and foUows, its corpses bearing; a crow, croaking 
as it scents the dead, flaps heavily through the air, and 
with its wing strikes the brow of the young man 
dazed. 

ex 

Bats and owls, orfreys and vultures bald, great owls 
and birds of night with dun, flaming eyes; monsters 
of ail kinds yet unknown, strygae with hooked beaks, 
ghouls, larvae, harpies, vampires, and were-wolves, 
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impious spectres, mammoths and • leviathans, cr<xxKliles 
and boas, growling and snarling, hîssing, laugUi^ and 
chattering, swaraiing and gleamîng^, flying, orawJing, 
leaping, till the ground is covcred and darkened tke air. 
— Less swift is the speed of the breathless iMOoms, 
and with her gnarled fiagers the bridle 4rMinng, 
**This is the place," the old hag cried. 

CXI 

The place was lighted by a iftine, a.blue*dî|^€ast- 
ing like that of blazing punch. It iwas ait(opeir'«pot 
within the forest's depth. Wizards in their gowas-mnd 
witches nude astride upon their goats adown 'the* four 
avenues from the four corners of the world^anîved at 
once. Investigators into sciences* xKCult^ iFaosts of 
eveiy knd, magi of every rite, dark^faced gypties^ and 
rabbis red-haired, cabalists, diviners, hermeceutists 
bbick as ink and asthnaatically gasping, -^ not one of 
them ail £iiiled at the meeting-place. 

CXII 

Skeletons preserved in dissecting looms, stufied ani- 
mais, monsters, greenish fœti, yet dripping- él from 
their spirit bath, cripples and lamesters on skigs 
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mounted ; man hanged to death with protruding tongue 
grimacing ; pale hces beheaded, with red-circled neck, 
with one hand staying their tottering heads; every 
créature ever put to death (a dreadful blood<4tained 
crowd); handless parricides in black veik shrouded; 
heretics grouped in t unies sulpfaurous; wretches on the 
wheel broken, contused and blue ; drowned ones with 
marbléd flesh — a sight most dismal to behold ! 

CXIII 

The président in great black chair seated, with 
taloned fingers the leaves of his book turning, was busy 
backward speUing God*» sacred names. The light 
that gleamed from his oibs of green the book illumined, 
and on the open page made the words ilash out in Unes 
of fire. They weic waiting for the Master ère the fun 
began. AU were growing impatient. He was slow 
in coming, and to the évocations seemed a deaf ear to 
turn. Albertus fkncied he saw a tail, a pair of horns, 
goat's feet, great round eyes in lustre hcking, — an 
apparition horrid. 

CXIV 

At last he came ; but no devil of sulphur stinking 
and of aspect terrifie ; no devil old-fashioned, but the 
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dandiest of fiends, wearing impérial and slight moustache, 
twirling his cane as well as could hâve done a Boule^ 
vard swell. You could hâve sworn he'd just corne 
from a performance of " Robert the Devil/* or " The 
Temptation," or had been attending some assembly 
fashionable. He limped like Byron (but not worse 
than he), and with his haughty mien, his aristocratie 
looks, and his exquisite talent tying for his cravat, 
in every drawing-room a sensation he would hâve 
made. 

cxv 

This dandy Beelzebub made a sign,and thecompany 
drew together the concert to hear. Neither Ludwig 
Beethoven, nor Gluck, nor Meyerbeer, nor Théodore 
HofFînann, Hoffmann the fantastic, nor stout Rossini, of 
music king, nor Chevalier Karl Maria von Weber, 
could surely with ail their genius hâve invented and 
written the wondrous symphony which thèse black 
dilettanti played at first. Boucher and Bériot, Pag^nini 
himself could not hâve embroidered a stranger thème 
with more brilliant pizzicati. 
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CXVI 

Virtuosi with their dried, thin fingers made the strings 
of the Stradivarii sing again. SouIs seemed to sound in 
the Yoices of the grave ; cavemous gongs like thunder 
nimbled ; a jolly sprite, his round face swelling funnily, 
blew in two horns at once ; hère, one strikes on a bone ; 
the other, for a lark takes his belly for a drum, two 
bones for sticks } four little démons with iron bows 
make four giant double-basses roar and moan ; while a 
stout soprano opes wide his gaping jaws. The resuh : 
a hellish row. 

CXVII 

The concert finished, began the dances. Hands 
with hands the chains did form. Within the great 
black chair the devil seated himself and the signal 
gave. — Hurrah ! hurrah ! The crowd, spuming the 
ground) howling and mad, dashed along like bridleless 
steed. The heavens, the sight to shun, closed their 
starry eyes, and the moon, in cloudlets twain her face 
now veiling, with fear front the horizon fled. Terri- 
fied the waters stayed, and the echoes' selves silent 
became, dreading the blasphemies to repeat which on 
that night they heard. 
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CXVIII 

It was as though there whkledv afiame, througli che 
dark, the monstrous stgns of a zodiac sombre. The 
heavy hîppopotamus^four^fboced-FalstaflF^awkward rose 
upon its massive l^s and broke out in lascivious gam* 
badoes. The crippled, truncated and lame, leaped like 
toads, and the goats, livelîer, performed entrechats and, 
graceful, kicked i a death-s^head^ w.ith long, lean legs, 
trotted along like^pider huge.^ in eveiy corner swarmed 
some hideous thing^ wosms slimed over- the trodden 
ground. r. 

CXIX 

Loose in the wind their hair, their cheekf aflame,tbe 
women twisted their bodies nude. tnto postures infamous, 
whereat Aretino's self wouM hâve blushed. Hot kisses 
mad^ed the bniised breasts and shouMers white; black 
haiiy fingers touched the bips ; soimds of kistful embiace 
over ail arose ', eyes flashed with electric glance ; lips 
bumed in lascivious pressure ; fierce laughter, shrieks, 
guttural sounds rose in the air. Never did Sodom, 
never did Gomorrah loathsome darken the Ay and soil 
this earth with more hideous, unioas fouL . 
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CXX 

The devil sneezcd. To fashionable nostrils the 
odour.of the compta]^ unbeaiable was. ^^God bless 
you,*'. said Albeitus poltfely* Scarce had he uttered 
that sacied naine whea phantoms, wizards and witches, 
sprites and gnpmes, aa by enchantment, into thin air 
vanished. With terror he felt sharp daws, fierce teeth 
strike at his flesh, fiom him torn. He shrieked, but his 
cry by none waa beaid. — On that morn, near Rome, 
peasants foimd. upon the Appian Way the body of 
a/inan.slone dead^.his back broken, his neck twiated. 

CXXI 

Happy as a boy who bas finished his task at last l 've 
got to the end of my poem so moral. — Areyou as glad 
as I am, reader dear ? In vain for two months past to 
bring this volume to a close my hand upon the sheet 
the pen did screeching drive; the unwilling thème 
but slowly went ; the stanzas, lazily rocking on their 
golden wings, together came like swarm of bées, or else 
disorderly by the wayside idly fluttered. The num- 
bers grew, one sheet upon another, — the ink undried 
still, — was laid, and I, ail courage losing, to myself 
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kept repeating : " To-morrow, to-morrow *t will bc 
donc." 

CXXII 
This Homeric poem, in the world unequalled, pré- 
sents a wondrous allegoiy profound. But if you the 
marrow wish, the bone you must break ; to enjoy the 
scent the vase must needs be oped; the curtain be 
drawn from the painting it hides ; and when the bail is 
done the dominons mask be cast away. I could hâve 
explained clearly every part, and to each word attached 
some learned gloss. But I take it, reader gentle, you Ve 
brains enough to foUow me. So, good-night. Close 
the door. Give me the tongs,and tell my man to bring 
me a volume of Pantagruel. 
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F DE AT H 

LIFE IN DEATH 



'TwAS Ail Saints' Day. A drizzle cold along the 
horizon's gloom like a thick woof spread its network 
gray ; cold thc noith wind blew ; scattered russet 
leaves fell fluttering from the branches faare of the 
stunted elms. 

And each and ail went into the cemetery vast and 
lone to kneel by the stone placed over the dead ; there 
to pray to Almighty God for the rest of their soûls, 
and with fresh flowers tearfuUy to replace the pale 
inunortelles and withered wreaths. 

I, who knew not the bitter grief of having buried 

either my mocheror my sire imder the withered turf, 

at chance I walked fa^ag at the .lombsy or, throu^ 
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an opening between the branches of thc crées, at the 
city's swelling dômes. 

And as I noCed many a leafless cross, many a grave 
on which the grass grew tall, where none to pray knelt 
down, with pity I was filled ; with pity great, for the 
poor Forsaken tombs which none on earth within his 
heart did bear. 

No trace of green upon thèse sUbs; and yet the 
names of widows desolate, or husbands in despair, their 
fidsehood bare displayed to every passeras eye, with 
ne'er a trace of moss to veil their huge letters black. 

And, as I gazed, within my heart uprose a thought 
which ever since has my soûl possessed. Suppose it 
were tnie that the dead raging within their biers do 
twist about their knotty arms and strive to throw oflF 
their covers of stone with efforts incredible ? 

Perchance the tomb no refuge is where on pillow 
hard man may in peace at last forever sleep, forgetfiil 
of ail worldly things, pleasure nor pain feeling, remem* 
bering not being or having been. 

Perchance for sleep there is no désire; and when 

the lain filters downward to the corpse come the cold, 
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the weariness, and the lonesomeness of the grave. 
Oh ! how sadly one must dream within that place, 
where neither moan nor breath can move the shroud's 
long, stiiF folds ! 

Perchance, alive to the passions in us that once did 
blaze, the ashes of our hearts still feel and move 
within the tomb, and some remembiance of this world 
within thé next bears with it a remnant of a life of 
yore with\^urs mingled. 

Thèse lones^me dead ! No doubt they wives did 
hâve, some one l>otb near and dear ; some one to 
whom their thoughts thèy told. But, oh ! the horror 
of their grief if ever they did awake within the 
depths of their tomb on which never a tear nor a flower 
dochfall! 

To feel that one has passed away without leaving 
more trace than does the ship's wake on ocean's face ; 
that one is dead to ail ; to see that the best beloved 
hâve one so soon foi^got ; and that the weeping willow 
with its long, bending boughs alone over one's grave 
moums. 

At least if one could, when the pale, wan moon 
opes its calm eyes with silvery glance, and earthward 
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looks and casts a bluish light, — if one could, within 
the cemeteiy's range, bctween the white tombs, the 
will o' the wisp o'er the grass flttting, under the 
branches stroU a while at least! 

If one could home retum within the bouse, the 
stage of the former lîfe, and, chilled, by the firesîde 
within the arm-chair sit ; glance the old books over ; 
within the desk rummage until the time when dawn 
the window lighting drove one back to coffin cold. 

But no. Upon the mortuary bed one must remain, 
with covering none but the sheeted shroud ; no sound 
the silence breaking save crawl of worm that slowly 
drags towards its prey, cutting its secret mine^ no 
sight but night. 

Then, if they be jealous, the dead, ail that Dante 
bas told of torments in his buming spiral would pleas- 
ant be to that they suiFer. Lovers, who know what 
jealousy is, what tortures that frenzy means, imagine 
a jealous corpse ! 

Powerless and wroth! He is there, in his grave, 

while she, who was loved with heart's deep love, false 

to the oaths she swore, now in another's arms repeats 
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what she bhuhing whispered, when aestUng close, with 
sacred words. 

And to be unable to corne, on à December night, 
while she is dancing, to cower in her loom^ and when 
she 's back, and slowly, smilingly, beforé the glass her 
dress undoes, to show within the mirror's depths one's 
skeleton and barèd ribs. 

To laugh hideously with toothless laugh; to mark 
with cold kisses her heaving breast; and clutching 
her white and rosy hand with bony Angers, to moan 
thèse words, with hollow voice that human no longer 
is: — 

^ Woman, you made me promises numberless. 
Hâve you forgot them ail ? I, in my sombre grave, — 
I remember still. You told me, at the hour when 
death came to me, that soon you would foUow. 
Weary of waiting, now am I hère to fetch you ! " 

Within my mind's depths a strange thought, cancer- 
like gnaws and wears me out. Mine eyes sunken 
become ; upon my brow are wrinkles new ; my hair, 
my very flesh, from off my temples drop, — for hideous 
is the thought. 
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For death no longer, then, the great Consoler is. 
Man, even in the tomb, 'gainst fate has no recourse, 
and pne may no longer cease to grieve for life by 
caressing the blessed hope of calm and peace after the 
storm and stress of life. 
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II 

Within my brain thèse thoughts revolving, thought- 
fiil I stood, with deep-bowed head against a tombstone 
leaning. Brand-new it was, and on the white marble 
shoulder of the weeping figure the willow's long 
branches like a cloak did fall. 

The north wind leaf by leaf stripped the wreath, 
the remnants of which on the column's top did lie. 
They seemed like tears which their flowers shed upon 
the maid in life's springtime removed ; a gentle morn» 
ing bloom withered before noon. 

The crescent moon betwixt the yews did shine; 
great black clouds the wan sky crossed and drove still 
on; the will o' the wisps flashed around the graves, 
and the weeping willow its plumes did shake. 

Pbin in the night sounds I heard from the nether 
world arising ! Moans of terror and agony deep ; 
voices entreating new flowers upon their tombs ; ask- 
ing how went the world, and why the widows left 
behind so long delayed them to join. 
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Suddenly — scarce could I crédit my own ears, — 
from under the gaping nurble, oh, terror! oh, wonder ! 
I heard the sound of speech. A dialogue it was, ^ntd 
from the depths of the grave sharp, shrill topes mingled 
with another voice. 

Chilled with fear I was* With terror my teeth 
chattered } my trembling limbs almoit gave way, for 
I understood the worm with the dead girl, of a sudden 
awaked upon this winter night witbin her icy cage, 
its hymen was celebrating. 

The Dead Girl 
Is this an illusion t Has the night so long dreamed 
of, the wedding night, corne at last? Is this my 
nuptial bed ? Surely this the hour when the groom, 
young and scented, enjoys the beauty oÇ the bride and 
from her brows removes the maiden orange-flower. 

Thb Worm 

A long, long night 't will be, O fair dead girl ! 
To me for ever Death hath thee betrothed. Thy bed 
is but the tomb. Now is the time when bays the 
watch-dog at the moon ; when the foui vampire sails 
forth in search of prey ; when downward swoops the 
crow. 
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The Deao Girl 
Oh ! beloved, quickly corne ; long since the hour is 
passed. Oh ! draw me to thy heart, within thîne arms 
close pressed, for cold I am and full of dreadful fears. 
Warm with thy kisses my mouth which icy feek. 
Oh ! corne to my side ; and room I 'II make for thee, 
though narrow is our couch. 

The Worm 
Five feet in length by two in width ; the size was 
ta'en with care. The couch too hard is ; the groom 
will never corne. Thy cries he hears not ; at a feast 
he is. Corne, upon thy piQow quietly lay thy head and 
cross thine arms again. 

Thb Dead GnuL 
What is the damp and breathless kiss I feel î That 
lipless mouth, is it a human one ? Is this a living 
kiss î Oh, wonder ! none to right or left of me ! 
With horror my bones do quake ; my whole flesh 
quivers as quakes the aspen when blows the wind. 

The Wohm 

Mine is the kiss ; the earth*worm I, hère to fulfil 
the solemn mystery. Possession now I take. Thy 
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husband l 've become, and faithful sure will be. The 
gladsome owl, with strong wing the air beating, sings 
our wedding song. 

The Dead Girl 
Oh ! if only some one by the cemetery would pass ! 
In vain I strike my brow against the coffinboards ; the 
lid too heavy is. Sounder than the dead he buries deep 
the grave-digger sieeps. The silence is profound ; de- 
serted is the road, and echo's self to my cries is deaf I 

The Worm 
Mine are thine ivory arms ; mine thy fair white 
breasts i mine thy polished waist and glorious bips 
luxuriant swelling ; mine thy little feet ; thy hands so 
soft ; thy lips, and that first kiss which thy maidenly 
shame to love refused. 

The Dead Girl 
*T is over ! *T is over ! The worm is hère. Its 
bite makes in my side a deep, broad wound ; my heart 
it gnaws. Oh, torture ! Oh, my God I the cruel 
pain! Mother, sister mine, why come you not unto 
my call ? 
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The Worm 

Within their hearts the thought of thee even now is 
gone ; and yet upon thy grave, poor deserted one, the 
orange flowers still brilliant are. The funeral pall 
scarce folded is, yet like yester's dream they hâve 
foi]got — foi]got thee and for ever. 

The Dead Girl 
Grass faster grows within the heart than even on the 
grave, and soon the cross and lowly mound alone recall 
the présence of the dead. But where the cross that 
tells of tomb within the soûl ? Fox]getfulness, second 
death, annihilation which I seek, corne unto me! I 
call for you. 

The Worm 
Be now consoled, for Death gives Lift. Upspring- 
' ing under the shadow of the cross the eglantine more 
rosy is, more green the sward. The flower's roots 
within thy frame shall plunge, and where thou sleepest, 
tall shall wave the grass ; for in God's hands is nothing 
lost. 

One of the dead their speech had wakened for silence 
called. Lightning, not from heaven, but from earth, 

^93 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE COMEDY OF DEATH 

showed me within their tombs ail che dead ; skeletons 
of bodies with ydlowed bones^ or purplish flesh in 
tatters falling away. 

Both young and old the graveyard's inhabitants, poor 
foigotten dead, hearing upon their tombs but the roar 
of the gale, and to weariness a prey within their 
dwelling cold, sought with sightless eyes to read the 
hour upon Etemity's mighty dial. 

Then ail to darkness turned, and on my way I went, 
pale at having seen so much ; with doubt and horror 
fiUed ; weary in mind and body both. And, ever 
foUowing me, countless cracked bells like the voices 
of the dead swung out to me the moans they toUed. 



294 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SELECTED POEMS 

m 

To my borne I leturned. — Gloomy choughts swarmed 
and swept before mine eyes, with icy-cold wings my 
brow touching, just as at eventide around cathedral 
spire the flocks of crows their spirals wind, and drcle 
ever round. 

Within my room, where quivered a yellow lighc, ail 
things assumed forms horrible and weird, and aspects 
passing strange. My bed a coffin seemed ; my lamp a 
funeral light; my cloak outspread the darksome pall, 
with holy water oft bestrewed within the doorway while 
a prayer is breathed. 

Within its frame enclosed the ivory Christ, nailed 
with outstretched arms upon the sombre stufF, more 
pallid still became, and as on Golgotha in last keen 
agony, the muscles on the yellowed face stood out in 
anguish writhing. 

Ail the painting», their faded hues illumed by the 
heartb-fire's gleam, strange tones assumed, and with 
inquisitive air, like spectators within sta^e-box seated, 
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ail the smoky old portraits, and dull-toned pastels their 
eyes now opened wide« 

A death's-head, from the skuU well cast, whtte stood 
out, grimacing, garish under a bluish beam. I saw it 
to the bracket's edge advance ; the jaws seemed striving 
speech to use, the eyes to light with glance. 

From the dark orbs (where were no orbs) flashed 
sudden sparklings dun, as from a living eye. A breath 
came forth from 'twixt its shaking teeth. 'Twas* 
not the wind, for straight the folds of curtains by the 
window felL 

Then, like the voice one heare in dreams, sad as the 
moan of waves upon the shore, I heard a voice ; and 
as that day so many things I M seen — so many effects 
marvellous of unknown cause — my dread was less 
this time : — 

Raphaël 

I am Raphaël Sanzio, the mighty Master. Oh! 
brother, tell me, can you my features know in this 
hideous skuU ? For there is nothing 'mid the casts and 
masks — thèse shining skulls polished like helms of 
Steel — that makes me différent from them ail. 
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And yet, 't is I, 't is I, indeed : the youth divine, 
tbe angel of beauty and the light of Rome, — Raphaël 
of Urbino, — the brown-haired lad you see in muséums, 
idly leaning, dreaming, resting his head upon his 
hand. 

Oh ! my Fornarina, my fair beloved ! who took with 
a kiss my soûl in ecstasy to heaven ascendtng. This, 
then, is your lover — the handsome angel-named painter 
— this head with its strange grimace. Well, 't is 
Raphaël! 

If e'er, asleep within the chapePs depth, she were to 
wake and come when calk my voice, with fear she fiUed 
would be. Nay, let the half-raised stone upon her 
head fidl a^ain. Oh ! come not, come not î but keep 
within your tomb the dream within your heart. 

Âccursed analysersl Race most vile! Hyenas 
that track the funeral step by step the body to dig up ! 
When will you be done breaking open biers to measure 
our bones and our dust to weigh ? Let the dead sleep 
in peace. 

My masters! Do you know — but who could 
hâve told you ? — what one fecls when the saw*s teeth 
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cear our palpitaring hcart ? Do you know whether 
deatb is not another life ? And if, when their rematns 
from the tomb are dra^ed, the dead are satisfied ? 

So you corne to search with hands pro&ne our tombs 
which you violate, and to steal our skulls ! How bold 
you are ! Dp you never fear that some day, pale and 
wan, the dead may rise and curse you there just as I 
curse you i 

So you fancy that in the rottenness you shall sur- 
prise the secrets of mother Nature and the work of 
God ? It is not by the body the soûl can be learned ; 
the body but an altar is ; genius is the flame ; and you 
the fire put out. 

Oh ! Child Christs of mine ! Oh ! my dark-haired 
Madonnas ! Oh ! you who owe to me your fairest 
crowns, saints in Paradise ! The learned cast my skull 
upon the ground, and you suiFer it, nor hurl thunder- 
bolts at thèse wretches accurst. 

So 't is true : Heaven its power has lost ; Christ is 
dead indeed ! The âge Science for its God has ta'en ; 
for ikith, Liberty. Farewell to the perfume sweet of 
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the mystic rose y to love, farewelL Farewell to poesy 
of old ; to sacred beauty a long farewell. 

In vain our painters, to see how shaped it was, 
within their hands shall tum and turn my head again ; 
mine, mine alone my secret is. Copy they may my 
tones ; copy they may the pose ; but two things had I 
that shall fail them ever, — Love and Faith. 

Tell me, which of you, of this âge infamous the off- 
spring mean, can saintly render woman's adored 
beauty ? None, alas ! not one. For your boudoirs, 
the haunts of lust, lascivious scènes you need. Who 
e'er glances at you, virgins mine, so draped ? Oh ! 
my sainted ones, no man. 

The time has come. Your task is done. Like a 
wan old man the dying âge bewails and struggles on. 
The Ângel of Judgment to his lips the trumpet sets, 
and the voice is about to call : ^Let justice be done; 
mankind is dead ! *' 

No more I heard. Dawn with opal lips, quite sleepy 
yet, upon the duUish window-pane a chill beam cast, 
and I saw vanish the vision strange as vanishes the 
orfrey, by sudden gleam startled, under a Gothic arch. 
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DEATH IN LIFE 

IV 

Death is multiform : its face, its vesture changes 
oftener than actress lightsome. Beauteous ic can make 
itself, and is not ever a sickening carcass that groans 
toothless and makes grimace most hideous to behold. 

Its subjects do not ail within the graveyard dwell ; 
they sleep not ail on pillows stony under the shadow 
of the vaults » they wear not ail her pallid liveiy ; not 
upon ail has the gâte been closed in the gloom of the 
grave. 

Dead there are of kinds most various. To some 
stench befalls, and corruption, palpable nothingness, hor- 
ror and disgust, night profound and dark, and the avid 
hier, its jaws wide opening like gaping monster. 

Others, whom one sees unfearful go to and fro in 
the sight of the living under their shroud of flesh, hâve 
the invisible nothingness, the inner death which none 
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suspects, which none doth mourn, not even nearest and 
dearest. 

For when one goes into the cities of the dead to visit 
the tombs of the unknown or famous, the monuments 
or the mounds, whether or not there lie asieep forever 
under the sombre shadows of the yews some friend 
beloved, — whether one weep or not, 

One says : — Behold, dead are thèse. Moss has 
spread its veil over their names ; fast the worm its web 
doth spin in the sockets of their eyes ; their hair has 
made its way through the boards of their biers, and 
their flesh in dust doth fall upon the bones of their 
forbears. 

Ât night their heirs fear not they shall return ; even 
their dogs now scarce remember them. Their por- 
traits, with smoke befogged, with dust thickly covered 
o'er, in shops are strown away ; those who once envy 
fierce to them did bear, their praises now gladly sing 
— for they are dead and gone for good and ail. 

The Angel of Sorrow praying on their tomb alone 
for them moums with tears of stone, and as the worm 
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their body gnaws, so gnaws forgetfulness their name 
with silent tooth. For tester they six feet of heavy 
mould do own. Dead are they; of the dead they 
are. 

Perchance a tear, from your heart escaped, upon 
their dust, snow-strewn, rain-soaked, slowly filters 
down, which joy will bring them in their sad home ; 
and their dried up hearts, feeling they are moumed, 
faintly beat once more. 

But no one says, on seeing the man who bears 
death within his soûl, ^^ Rest and peace be thine ! " — 
What to the sheath is given, to the blade is denied. 
The body is wept for and the wound is soothed, but the 
soûl may break and die without any feeling dread or 
giving it a tomb. 

And yet there is an agony horrible that none can ever 
guess ; there is grief incredible that eye can never see ; 
there is more than one cross on the Calvary of the soûl, 
without the golden halo ; without the woman white ever 
prostrate below. 

Every soûl is a sepulchre wherein things innumerable 
lie i hideous cadavers buried asleep within rosy faces. 
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Tears are always found beneath the living smile ; the 
dead behind the living are, and truth to tell, mankind 
is a cemetery. 

The unburied tombs of old cities dead, the haUs and 
wells of Hundred-gated Thebes not so populous are ; 
nor are there to be seen skeletons more dread, or a 
greater mass of bones and skulls with ruins mingled. 

Some there are with no epitaphs on their tombs, who 
of the dead as in the catacombs build up a mighty 
mound ; whose hearts are but a level field, where no 
cross shows, nor mémorial stone, and which blind 
Death with divers dusts confîisedly doth fill. 

Others, less foigetful, hâve funeial vaults wherein 
are ranged their dead, as in the vaults of Ghebers and 
Egyptians ; around their hearts their mummies stand, 
the pallid features recalling of ail their former loves* 

Lovingly embalmed in remembrance pure, within 
themselves they guard the soûl they loved, — a treas- 
une sad and charming both. Death dwells in them in 
the mtdst of life ; they ever seek the dear soûl lost, 
which on them smileth still. 
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Where, if one searches, will a skeleton not be 
found ? What hearth is there that eveiy night beholds 
the family circle unbroken yet ? Where is the thresh- 
old, smiling and fair though it be, that bas not beheld 
the owner outward pass under the black pall, never 
again homeward to turn ? 

The little flower which joys now, ofFering its bloom- 
ing lips to kisses of the snow, the daughter is of Death. 
Perchance its roots into the ground from some loved 
dust hâve caught the sceht divine that channs so 
much. 

Oh ! betrothed of yesterday, that are lovers still, 
the place where nest your loves bas served like you 
some old man grim. Before your soft s^hs had waked 
its echoes bis death-rattle it heard, and the retnem- 
brance an odour sepulchral mingles with the sweet 
bridai perfumes. 

Where shall we tread and not a tomb profane? 
Even if we had the wings of the dove, were swift-footed 
like the deer, and the waves traversed like the flashing 
iish, every where would be found the hostess, black and 
white, ready to receive us. 
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Oh ! cease then, ye mothers young, to ciadle your 
sons in the aurms of bright imaginings ; cease to dream 
of brilliant future for them. Spin them a shroud with 
the thread of their swaddling-clothes i for your sons, 
were they pure as angels and fair as tbey, to death are 
ail condemned. 
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Âmid sighs and moans and groans IcC us descend to 
its very depths the gloomy spiral and ail its accursed 
tums. Our guide is no Veigil, the master poeti no 
Beatrix towards us her lovely head doth bend from 
distant Paradise. 

For guide we hâve a wan-faced viigin, who never 
was kissed by golden tan from lips of sun. Colourless 
her cheeks, bluish her lips ; alabaster white the nipples 
of her breasts, but rosy never. 

A mère breath sways her délicate form ; her arms, 
more translucent than jasper or agate, languidly hang by 
her side. From her hand escapes a withering flower, 
and folded on her back her diaphanous wings motionless 
remain. 

More sombre than night, more staring than stone, 
under her ebony brows and her lashes long shine her 
two great eyes. Like the waves of Lethe, dark and 
silent flowing, her loosened hair her ivory flesh enfolds 
with silent clasp. 
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Upon her biow, the linen bands — chaste and 
simple omament-^-with faemlock leaves and violets 
are twined. For the rest she ts nude, and oae laughs 
and trembles on seeing her approach; for her look 
sinister and alluring at the same time is. 

Although she bas lain in evcrjr bed on earth, under 
her wreath of white barrcn she still remains since 
etemity began. The burntng kiss dies out upon her 
fatal lips, and of her virginity, the pallid rose bas none 
e'er plucked. 

She is the one that Icads to tears and to despair; 
she is the -one who from mother's lap doth take awajr 
her burden sweet and dear ; she is the one who jealous 
lies between lovers twain and wills diat in her tum 
she wedded be. 

Bitter she is, and sweet ; wicked she is, and good. 
On each illustrious brow she sets a crown, fearless 
and passtonless. Bitter to fortunate ones; to the 
wretched sweet; alone she brings to mighty grief its 
consolation. 

She gives a bed to those wbo, through the world, 
like Wandering Jew, are walking ntght and day and 
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sleep hâve never known. To ail pariahs she opes her 
inn, and Phryne welcomes as she does the viigin ; fœ 
and friend as cordially receives. 

FoUowing the steps of this guide with face impassi- 
ble, onward we go adown the spiral terrible towards 
the bourne unknown, through a living hell that knows 
not cave nor gulf, nor burning pttch, nor seas with 
sulphurous waves, nor great homed devil. 

Hère against a pane there is a light as of a lamp, 
with the shadow of a man. Let us the stairs ascend, 
draw near and see. ^ Ah ! 't is you, Dr. Faustus ! in 
the same attitude as Rembrandt's wizard in the sombre 
painting that gleams with light. 

^^ What I hâve you not broken your alchemist's vials? 
Do you still bend your great, bald, sad brow over some 
manuscript old ? Do you still seek within your book, 
by the light of that Sun mystical, the word cabalistic 
that makes the Spirit rise? 

^^ Tell me, has Science, your mistress adored, to your 
chaste desires yielded at last ? Or, as when you first 
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met, do you kiss of her dress but the hem or eke her 
slipper ? Is there yet in your breast asthmatic breath 
enough for a sigh of love ? 

*^ What sand or what coral has your lead brought up ? 
Hâve you sounded the depths of this world's wisdom ? 
Or as you drew from your well did you in your pail 
bring up nude, fair Truth, until now ignored ? If you 
are a tree, where then are your fruits ? " 

Faust 

I hâve plunged within the sea, under the vault of the 
waves. The great fishes cast their fleeting shadows 
down to the water's depths. Leviathan lashed the 
abyss with its tail, and their lovely blue hair the sirens 
combed upon the coral reefs. 

The hideous cuttle-fish and the monstrous polyp 
their tentacles ail out-stretched ; the shark and the orc 
enormous their great green eyes on me did turn ; but to 
the surface I came again, for my breath failed me. A 
heavy mantle for aged shoulders is the mantle of the 
seas. 
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From my well limpid water alone hâve I drawn ; the 
Sphinx, as I question^ still silent i& Pallid and broken 
down, alas ! I am still at perbaps and / knmv mt^ and 
the flowers of my brow are fâllen like snow on the 
place where I hâve passed. 

Oh ! wœ is me, that I, unguarded, tasted the golden 
apples of the tree of Science, for Science is Death. 
Not the upas of Java's isle, nor Afric's euphorbias, 
nor the manchineel that gives magnetic sleep, a stronger 
poison hold. 

In nothing, now, do I believe. And when you 
came, for veiy weariness my study I was renouncing 
and ready my fomace was to break. Within my 
being not a fibre now thrills, and like a pendulum my 
heart alone doth beat with movement unchanging. 

Nothingness ! This, then, is what at the end one 
finds. As the tomb doth hold the dead, so doth my 
soûl a living cadaver contain. It is to reach this point 
that I such pains hâve taken, and that, profitless, my 
soiil to the winda l 've scattered as scattered is the 
grain. 
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A single kiss, oh! fair and gentle Marguerite, 
snatched from thy blooming mouth, so fresh, so small, 
is better i^oith than ail of this. Seek not for the Word 
which in the Book has never been, but know how to 
live, forget not that you must live. Love, for that is 
aU! 
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VI 

The endless spind within the depths doth plunge. 
Ail around, waiting but for thewrong answer ère your 
blood they suck, upon their great pedestals with hiero- 
glyphs strewn, sphinxes with pointed breasts, with 
fingers armed with claws, roll their glittering cyes. 

As one passes before them^ at each step one stumbles 
on old bones, on carrion remains, on skuUs that hollow 
Sound. From eveiy hole there issue stiflèned limbs; 
and monstrous apparitions hideous flash through the 
darksome air. 

It is hère that Oedipus the riddle yet must solve, 
and that still is awaited the beam that shall dispel the 
darkness of eld. It is hère that Death its problem doth 
propose, and that the tmveller, her pallid fiice perteiving, 
draws back in afiright. 

Ah ! how many noble hearts and soûls so great in 
vain through every poesy and every passion ail hâve 
sought the answer to the fatal page. Their own bones 
lie there with no sepulchral stone, with no inscription 
carved. 
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How many, Don Juans unknown, bave filled their 
lists and still seek on ! How many lips turn pale 
under kisses sweetest, which hâve never pressed thetr 
fancy's lips ! How many desires to heaven from earth 
hâve returned, forever unappeased ! 

Students there are who would ail things know, but 
who for valet and teacher never Mephistopheles find. 
In attic rooms are Fausts without their Marguerites, 
whom Hell repels and God casts out. Pity thèse, 
oh ! pity them ail. 

For they sufFer, alas ! from ill incurable, and a tear 
th^ mingle with eveiy grain of sand that Time lets 
fall. Their heart, like the orfrey within the ruins' 
depths, moans within their weakened breasts a hymn 
to despair. 

Their life is like the woods when autumn ends. 
Eveiy passing wind from their crown doth strip the 
last touch of green, and their weeping dreams go silent, 
floating through the clouds like flock of storks when 
winter draweth nigh. 

Their torments never in poets' songs are told. 
Martyrs of thought, they bear not round their heads 
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the shilling auréole; and on the ways of earth they 
lonely march, and on the frozen ground they hûl as 
snow doth fall when in the night it cornes. 

As on I went, my thoughts tuming over, sad and 
speechless, under the icy vault, along the narrow way, 
stopping suddenly my companion said, as she stretched 
out her hand so Frail: — ^Look whither my finger 
points." 

It was a horseman with a waving plume, long curl- 
ing hair and black moustache, and spurs of gold. He 
wore a mantle, a lapier, and a ruff, like the ruffling 
blades in days of Louis Treize, and seemed still young. 

But on looking close I saw that his wig, under the 
false brown hair upon the neck, allowed to show the 
whitened hair. His brow like face of ruffled sea was 
wrinkled; his cheek so hollow that ail his teeth did 
show. 

In spite of the thick rouge with which it was 
covered, — as marble is o'erlaid with rosy gauze, — • 
his pallor was plain to see ; and through the carminé 
his lips that coloured, uiider his forced laugh 'twas 
plain that every night hot fever did him kiss. 
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His staring eyes seemed eyes of glass ; they nothing 
had of earthly look — nor tear, nor glance. Diamonds 
they were, set within his gloomy lids, and shone with 
cold gleam and unchanging brilliancy. An old man 
in truth he was. 

His back was bowed, as bowed as arch of bridge ; 
his feet were sore and swoUen by the goût, his weight 
able scarce to bear; his pale hands trembled as tremble 
the waves under the North wind's kiss, and let slip the 
rings too big for his fingers grown. 

Ail this luxuiy, ail this rouge upon the sunken face 
formed a combination monstrous both and strange, and 
dark was the sight and uglier yet than coffin in cour- 
tesan's home ; than skeleton adorned with robe of 
silk; than old hag in a mirror glancing. 

Entrusting to night his amorous plaint he stood 
below a darkened pane beneath a lonesome balcony. 
No white brow against the glass did press ; no sun of 
beauty did its face unveil within the open depth of 
heaven. 

^^ Tell me, what do you there, old man, in the dark- 
nessi on a night when the funeral swarms fly forth 
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from out the tombs? Pageless and without torch, 
whom seek you so late, so far, at the hour when the 
Angel of Midnight in the belfiy sings and weeps ? 

^ You are no longer at the âge when ail smiled and 
welcomed you ; when, petal by petal, virgins scattered 
at your feet the flower of their beauty ; it is no longer 
for you that Windows are oped. You are fit for naught 
but by your ancestors to sieep under the carven marble 
tomb. 

^ Hearyou not the owl its shrill ciy uttering ? Hear 
you not in the woods the great, hungry wolves howl ? 
Oh ! foolish old man, return ; it îs the moment when 
the moon wakes the pallid vampire upon its golden 
couch. Return to your home, return ! 

^^ The mocking wind your song on its wing away 
hath borne ; none to you is listening, and adown your 
mantle stream the tears of the gale." — He answers 
nothing. — ^^ Oh ! Death, tell me who this man may 
be, and know you the name by which he is called ? " 
— ^ That man is Don Juan/' 
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VII 

Don Juan 
Oh ! happy youths whose heart scarce opes as 
doth the violet to the first breath of smiling spring; 
milk-white souIs like maybloom sweet, where, in the 
welcome sunshine and in the silver rain, ail warbles and 
ail blows. 

Oh ! ail ye who your mother's arms do leave with- 
out knowing life and knowledge bitter and who seek 
ail things to learn, — poets and dreamers, more than 
once, no doubt, on edge of woçds, as your road you 
took in sunset's splendour; 

At that lovely hour when on branches swaying the 
white doves bill and the bullfinches nest; when weary 
nature sighs and falls asleep ; when, like a lyre when 
the strain is done, the leaf in the breeze quivers ; 

When calm and Forgetfulness on ail things fall; 
when the sylph retums to its pavilion of rose under 
the perfîimes nestling, — moved by thèse things and of 
lestless ardour fuU, you hâve longed for my lists and 
my conquests ail. You hâve envied me 
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The feasts, and the lusses on shoulders nude, ail the 
sensuous pleasures to your âge unknown; exquisite 
torments dear! Zerlina, Elvira, Anna, the jealous 
Roman girls, England's fair lilies, Andalusians brown, 
ail that lovely dock of mine. 

And then the voice of your soûls did ask of you : 
^< How did you do to hâve more women than Sultan 
ever owned ? How did you manage, in spite of bolts 
and bars, within the bed of lovely maids to sleep ? You 
happy, happy Don Juan ! 

^ You forgetful victor, a single one of those, whose 
name you put not down, one of your least fiiir, your 
most modest flower ; oh ! how well, how long, we 
should hâve adored her. She would hâve adorned, 
as within an urn of gold, the altar of our heart. 

^ She would hâve scented, that humble violet whose 
head your foot within the grass did bow, our own pale 
springtime. We should hâve picked up, and wet wtth 
our tears the blue-eyed star, that in the ball-room had 
fallen from your inconstant hand. 

^^ Oh ! wondrous tremors of the fever of love i doves 
that from heaven upon the lips alight ; kisses so bitter- 
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sweet s last veils falling ; and you, glorious waves of 
golden hair, flowing over shoulders brown, wljien sball 
we know you ? " 

Ye children ! I hâve known ail thèse pleasures you 
dream of ; round the fatal tree Eve's serpent of eld did 
not more closely twine. To. mortal eyes never did 
human-headed dragon the fruit of that forbidden tree 
make shine with greater brilliancy. 

For, like nests of finches tame, ready their flight to 
take, on lips I Ve caught nests of timid loves ; within 
my arms phantoms ravishing l've pressed; many a 
blooming virgin upon me has outpoured the purest 
balm of her calyx white. 

The truth to find, ye cunning courtesans, l 've pressed 
under the rouge your lips more worn than stones upon 
the road. Ye loathsome sewers, to which flow the whole 
world's streams, within your depths l 've plunged ; and 
thou, Debauch so foui, thy morrows I hâve known. 

l 've seen the purest brows prostrate sink, once the 

oigy done, amid the outpoured wine upon the çloth red- 

'stained. I hâve seen the close of halls, and arms per- 
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spiring, and pallid faces more wan than death under 
their rumpled hair when rose the sun. 

Like the miner who works an oreless vein, by day, 
by n^ht the depths of life l 've searched, and never 
struck the lead. I Ve asked of love the life it gives, 
but ail in vain; and ne'er on earth hâve I affection felt 
for one who bore a name. 

Many a heart l 've burned, and on its ashes trod ; 
but like the salamander, cold amid the fiâmes I did 
remain. I had mine own idéal — fresh as dew, a 
vision golden, an opal, by God's own glance iridescent 
made; 

A woman, such as sculptor never wrought ; herself 
a Cleopatra and a Mary too, in modesty, grâce, and 
beauty ail ; a mystîc rose, wherein no worm did lurk ; 
a burning volcano to stainless purity of snow allied ! 

At the fateful parting of the ways, Pythagoras' Y, 
the left road 't was I took ; and though onward I travel, 
yet the bourne I never reach. Deceitful Sensuality! 
't was thou I followed, and it may be that the riddle of 
life could be solved, O Virtue, by thee alone ! 
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Why did I not, like Faust, wtthin my cell so dark, 
gaze on the wall at trembling thadow of mtcrocosm 
golden? Why did I not, bocks of old and magie 
Works reading, by my Airnace pass the darkness' hours 
in seeking pleasure ? 

Strong was my mind : I could hâve read thy book 
and drunk thy bitter wine, O Science, without being 
intoxicate, as young student well may. I should bave 
forced Isis her veil to remove, and fiom heaven's 
heights biought down the stars within my sombre 
ioom« 

Listen not to Love, an evil teacher he. To love b 
not to know ; to live ts to know. So leam, and leam 
still more. Cast and cast again the lead, and plunge 
yet deeper down within the depths profound than did 
your elders e'er. 

Let Leviathan through tts nostrils blow; let the 
weight of the seas within your breasts your lungs sharp 
pierce. Hunt through the black reefs that no man yet 
has known, and in its casket golden the ring of Solomon 
perchance you '11 find. 
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VIII 

Thus spake Don Juan, and under the icy arch, 
wearied, but resolved the end to reach, I took my 
way again. Ât last I entered on a gloomy plain which 
a fiery sky on the boundless horizon closed witb circle 
of carminé. 

The soil of the plain was ivory white, and eut by 
a river like a siiken band of richest red. It was level 
ail ; nor wood, nor church, nor tower ; and the weary 
wind swept it with its wings and uttered plaintive 
moans. 

A first I thought the tint so strange, the blood-red 
hue with which the stream thus flushed was but some 
refiection fiiint ; that chalk and tu& formed that ivory 
white. But as I bent to drink, I saw it was real blood 
indeed that flowed. 

I saw that with whitened bones the earth was 
covered o*er, a chill snow*fall of death, where no green 
plant, no flower, did grow ; that the soil was made of 
the dust of men, and that people enough Thebes, Pal- 
myra, and Rome to fill were sleeping there. 
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A shadow with bowed back, bent brow, passed with 
the wind. He it was unmistakably, with coat of gray 
and little bat. An eagle golden over bis bead did soar, 
seeking, tbereon to rest, anxious, bewildered, tbe 
standard's stafF. 

Tbe skeletons sougbt to put on tbeir beads; tbe 
spectral dnimmer its sticks rattled in time witb His 
sovereign stpp ; a clamour vast rose as be passed, and 
cannons countless roared in tbe storm tbeir triumpbal 
brazen blast. 

He seemed not tbe tumult to bear, and like a marble 
god, of its worsbip careless, walked on in silence sunk. 
Sometimes only, as if by stealtb, bis eyes looked up 
and sougbt in beaven bis star now fallen. 

But tbe beavens, purple witb tbe confiagration's 
ligbt, sbowed never a star, and tbe growing fiâmes 
kept rising and rising bigber. — Tben, paler still tban 
wben in tbe St. Helena of old, bis arms upon bis 
breast he crossed, full of muttered moans. 

Wben be came before us, ^^Mighty Emperor," 
said I, ^ the mysterious word which fate compels me 
bere below to seek ; tbe last word which Faust of bis 
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books did ask, as Don Juan of love, the word of Death 
or Life, can it be you know i ** 

— ^Oh! wretched child/' said tlie impérial sbade, 
^ return above. Icy cold is the wind and chilled 
througb am I. Along this road no hosteliy you will 
fiiid where you may warm your feet, for Death alone 
receives those who this way pass. 

^^ Look, 't is ail over. The star eclipsed is. Black 
blood fidls in showers from my eagle*s side, wounded 
in its fiight, and with the white flecks of the etemal 
snow from the depths of the sombre skies the feathers 
of its wings downward flutter to the ground. 

^Alas! your désire I can never satisfy. In vain 
the word of Life bave I sought, like Faust and Don 
Juan. I know no more than on the day of my birth, 
and yet, in the heyday of my power, it was I that 
made the calm and storm. 

^Eveiywhere I was called above ail men, The 
Man. Before me the eagle and the fasces were borne 
as before the old Roman Caesars ; there were ten kings 
that bore my train i I was a Charlemagne within a single 
hand the globe embracing. 
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^^ No more hâve I seen from the top of that column 
where my gloiy, a tri-coloured rainbow, gleams than 
you cah see from below. In vain with my heel I 
spurred on the world; ever rose the sound of camps 
and the roar of the guns, of the stress of battle and 
storm. 

^^ Ever came on salvers the keys of the towns, ever 
a concert of bugles and servile cheers, of Uurels and 
speeches j a black sky, with rain of shot, dead men 
to salute upon the battlefield, — thus were spent my 
days. 

^^ How bitterly did your sweet honey name, oh ! my 
mother, Laetitia, belie my fortune woeful ! How 
wretched I ! Everywhere I bore my wandering pain ; 
I had dreamed of Empire, and the globe of earth did 
hollow Sound within my palm. 

^ Oh ! for the lot of a shepherd, and the beech 
under which Tityrus during the beat of the day with- 
draws and sings of Amaryllis. Oh ! for the twinkling 
bell and the bleating flock, the pure mtlk flowing from 
the udder white between the fingers fair. 

3^5 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE COMEDY OF DEATH 

^ Oh ! for the scent of thc new-mown hay and the 
smell of the stable ; for the brown bread of the herd 
and for nuts on the table, and a platter of wood ! 
For a seven-hole flûte put together with wax, and of 
goats half a dozen — that the sum of my désire ; I who 
hâve been the conqueror of kings. 

^A sheepskin my shoulders shall cover; Galatea 
laughing shall flee to the reeds and I pursue her. 
Sweeter than ambrosia shall be my verse, and 
Daphnis shall with jealousy pale at the sound of the 
airs I shall play. 

^^ Oh ! I long to go to my Corsican home ; through 
the wood where the goats, as they roam, the bark of 
trees nibble ; down the gullies deep, along the hoUow 
way where cicada shrilly sings, careless in its wander- 
ing, my ranging flock following. 

^ Pitiless the Sphinx to whomsoever &ils. Impru- 
dent youth, do you mean that it shall slay you and 
drink the purest blood of your heart ? The only one 
the fatal riddle who guessed slew his father Laïus, and 
incest committed. Such the victor's sad reward ! " 
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IX 

Now I hâve returned from that sombre vojrage, 
where tbrougk the dsurkness for torch and for star one 
bas but tbe eyes of tbe owl ; and, as after a day's plougb- 
ing tbe bufiàlo returns witb slow steps and wom, and 
bead bowed down, I go witb sboulders bowed. 

From tbe land of pbantoms I bave returned, but still 
to wear, far from tbe speecbless realms, tbe pallid bue 
of deatb. My vestments, like tbe funeral crape cast 
upon an urn, hang limp adown my frame unto the 
ground. 

I bave escaped from tbe bands of a Deatb greedier 
far tban tbat by Lazanis' tomb wbicb watcbed, for 
wbat it takes it keeps : witb tbe body parts, but tbe 
soûl retains ; tbe torcb returns, but tbe flame puts out ; 
and Christ Himself would powerless prove. 

I am no more, alas ! but tbe sbadow of myself ; the 
living tomb wberein lies ail I love ; and alone, for 1 
survive myself. I bear about witb me tbe ice-cold 
remains of my illusions — lovely dead for wbom I 
make a shroud. 
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I am yet toa young; I must love and live, O 
Death ! I cannot yet résolve to foUow thee adown the 
darksome Klpay. I hâve not had time to build the 
column on which Glory my crown to-morrow mom 
shall hang. O Death, do thou later return ! 

Oh I white-breasted virgin, thy poet spare ! Remem- 
ber, I the first did thee make more beautiful than day. 
Thy greenish hue, to diaphanous pallor hâve I changed ; 
under glorious dark hair thine old skull concealed ; and 
thee hâve I courted. 

Oh ! let me live a while and thy praise I *11 sing : 
thy palaces to adorn, angels I shall carve and crosses 
foige. Within the church and within the graveyard 
the marble I '11 make weep, and the stones shall moan 
as upon a régal monument. 

I shall dévote to thee my loveliest songs ; ever for 
thee bouquets of immortelles and scentless flowers l 'U 
hâve. My garden, O Death, with thine own trees 
is planted, — the yew, the box, the cypress, over the 
marbles twine their green-brown boughs. 

I tell the handsome flowers, sweet glories of die beds, 
the lily majestic its white cup opening, the tulip golden, 
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the rose of May the nightingale doth love, I tell the 
chrysanthemum, too, and many another still, — 

Grow ye not bere ; another soil now seek, ye fresh 
springtime loves ; for this garden austère your brilliancy 
is too great. The hoUy's painted leaves would wound 
you and in the air the hemlock*» poison you 'd imbibe, 
and bitter scent of yew. 

Forsake me not, O Mother, O Nature ! A time of 
youth thou owest to every créature ; a season of love to 
eveiy soûl. I still am young and y et feel the chill 
of âge; I cannot love. Let me hâve tny youth if 
but for ^, single day. 

Be no stepmother to me, O Nature beloved. Let 
some sap return to the faded plant that hâtes to die. 
The torrent from mine eyes with its tears bas drowned 
its worm-eaten bud which sunshine does not dry and 
which fails to bloom. 

O virgin air, O crystal air, O water, principle of 
this world! Earth, that feedest ail! and thou, fertile 
flame, a beam from God's own eye ! let not die yet, ye 
who life bestow, the poor drooptng flower that seeks no 
more than for a brief time to blow. 
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